
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



THE 

W O R K S 

O F 

SHAKESPEARE: 

VOLUME the FIF.T^, 

c o N T A i;n: i:?i<i : ' 

King Henry Vi;: Fair It 
King Henry VI. Part III. 
King Richard III. 
King Henry VIII. 



LONDON: 

Printed for C. Hitch and L.Hawes, J. and R.Tonfott, 

B. Dod, G. Woodfall, y. Rivington, R. Baldwin^ 

T. Longman, S. Crowder and Co. W. Johnfton^ 

C Corbet, T. Lownds, and'X^^a^Xi,^ 



'^tftOn, LSNOX AND 

TILOCN FouiyCMnoNa. 



THE NEW YORK 

PUBLIC LIBRARi 



A8T0R, LENOX AND 
TILOEN FOUNDATIONS. 




K^rat^cUtiH y^^j,^ 



ifT'^fuclUJ'ad 



THE 



SECOND PART 



O F 



ing HENRY VL 



■ I 



Aa 



> prjUtnatis PerlbnsB. 

SilNG Henry Vf. . 



^ • " Sam, 7 •' ""•' 

t, > Oftbi 
Duke of Sufifolky 



1 



Duke d/'Buckin^am, 

Z)xri^ o^Somerfct, > Of the King's Party, 

Duke of Suflfolk, J 

X«r^ Clifford, o/" //6< King's Party. 

IsrdSiy. 

L§rd Scales, Govimor •ftbe Toyrcr. 

Sir Humphry Stafford. 

XtkMg^ifiSpj^^ bis Brother . 

Alexander Iden, a Xehtifh' XTirirkmam ■• ■ 

Toung Clifford, ^00 to the Lord Clifford. 

Vaux, a Sea Captain^ ^m/ Walter Whitmore-*—'P/rtf/f5, 
AHtrald, 

Hume and Southwel. t^too Priefts. 
Bolingbrook, an Afirologer, 
A Spirit, attending on Joidan tbe Jfitcb* 
Thonias Horner, an Armourw^ 
Peter, his Man, 
C/^.« ^Chatham. 
Rfay§r of St, Albans. 
Simpcnx, an Imp'Jior, 

Jack Cade, Bevis, Michael, John Holland, Dick the Butcher, Smith 
the fVewver, andfevtral others, RebeUm 

Margaret, ^w« to King Henry VI. fecretly In Lrve ivith tbt Duke 

0^ Suffolk. 
Dame Eleanor, ^^/^ to the Duke 0/*Glouccftfr. 
Mother Jordan,' a IVitcb employed by the DutcLefs of Gloncefler. 
9Fife to Siropcojc. 

Petitioners^ Aldermen, a Beadle, Sheriff and Officers, 
.CitixenSf luitb Faulconersp Guards f Mejfengers^ and other 
Attendants, 

th SCENE is UA very dSfperfedfy in fiver al 
. Parts ^England. 




The Second Part -of (i) 

King HE N RT m. 



A C T L 
SCENE, "The Palace. 

Flourijh of Trumpets : tben^ Hautboys. Enter JEfty 
Henry, DuJte Humphry, Salifbury, Warwick, ami 
Beauford on the one fide : The ^ueen^ Suffolk, 
York, Somerfet, and Bnokingh^mott the ptier. 

• 

Suffolk. 
jMTJ^^IIJS by your high imperial Majefly 
M • M I, had in charge at my depart from Franct^ 
wi rA procurator for your Excellence, . ■ ' 
V- "jcy -J To marry Princefs Mar £ ret for your Grace j 

*• **•** So in the famoos ancient city, Tcwrs^ 
In prefence of the Kings of France and 5/a/, 
The Dukes of Orleans^ Calaber, Bretaigne^ Alanfoity 
Seven Earls, twelve Barons, twenty reverend Bifhops, 
• . . v I have 

(0 ^« ^econdPart ofK, HenTv VI.] This an(! the Third' Part of 
K. Henry VI. tont¥UQ^.thetroublelbme Period of this Piioce^*|.J<.eign, 
which took in the yrjiQlc Contention tctsvixt the tvo Ho>3te^ tA t«rV 
Mod laffca/ltr : Aad'iindct thit Title wwt \hcfc X.^Q ?Vki* ^o^ ^'^^^^ 
A 1 %»^ 
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I have perfomM my tsJk, and was e^u&'d : 
And hamUy now upon my t>ended knee. 
In. fight ofEngkmd tad her lordly peers 
Peliv^ np my title in the Queen 



XPre/enting the ^ueen t& tBe King. 
hand; 



Tb yoor moft gracious hand ; that are the fubftance 
Of that great madow I did reprefent : 
The happieft gift that ever Marquis gave. 
The faoieft Queen, that ever King reeeiv'd. 

K. Henry. Suffhlk, arife. Welcome, Queen Margaret ; 
I can exprefs no kinder fign of love. 
Than this kind kifs. O Lord, that lend'il me life. 
Lend me a heart replete with thankfulnefs ! 
For thou hail giv'n me, in this beauteous face, 
Awurld of earthly blciliugs to my foul ; 
if fympathy of love unite our thoughts. 

QJwijir. Great King oi England ^ and my gracious Lord, 
The mutual conPrence that my mind hath had. 
By day, by night, waking and in my dreams. 
In courtly company, or at my b«ads. 
With you mine alder-liefeil Sovereign : 
Makes me tJ^e bolder to falute my IGng 
With ruder terms ; fuch as my wit affords. 
And oyer-joy of heart doth mmifler. 

K. Henn» if er fight did ravifli, but her grace in fpecch. 
Her words y-clad with wifdom's majefly. 
Make me from wondring fall to weeping joys. 
Such is the fulnefs of my heart's content. 
Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my love. 

M knceL Long live Queen Ma>g\ety England^h hap- 
pinefs I 

Q^Mar. We thank you all. [Flourijb* 

$u/. My Lord ProteAor, fo it pleafe your Grace, 
Here are the articles of contraded peace, 

and publifhed. The prefent Scene opens with K. Ilenryy Marriage, 
which was in the 23d Year of his Reifn ; and clofes with the fiift 
Battle fought at St. j^Mt, and won by the Tori Faaion, in the 93d 
Year of ^is Reign. So that it compriics the Hlftory and Tranfac- 
thasoftca JTcMTg, 
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Between our Sovereign and the Frtnch Kuig, Cbarhw 
For eighteen months concluded by confeqt. 

Glo. reads."] Imprimis, // is arreed itpween tbuFrtnch 
King, Charlesy iz»^ William de la Pole Marquis of Sni-^ 
folk, Amhajffiukr for Henry Kiu9 of Engja^d, that the 
faid FLtrury Jhall ejpoufe the Lady Margaret, daughter unto 
Reignier King of Naples, Sicilia, W Jerumera, and 
cro^n her i^een of England, ere the thirtieth of May 
next enfuing. 

Item, ^'hat the Dutchy of Anjou, and the County of 
Maine, Jhall he rekafed and delitured to the King Iht 
father, [Letsftdl the Faper.0 

K. Henry, Uncle, how now ? 

Gh, Pardon me, gracious Lord ; 
Some (udden qualmliath ftruck me to the b,cart, 1 
And dimm'd miine eyes, that I can read no further^ 

K. Henry, Uncle of Winthefier^ I pray, read on. . j 

Win, Item, That the Dutchies of AnjoM anH Maine 
Jhall be releafed and deli've^-ed to the King her father^ a»d 
fije fent o'vet of the King ^^T England'/ o'wn prefer ccft and 
charges, nvithout halving any doivry, 

K. Henry, They pleaf^ us well. Lord Mifquis,. knec^ 
you down ; 
We here create thee the firfl Duke oi Suffolk, 
And gird thee with the fword. CoufiB oiTorlk, 
We here difcharge your Grace from being Regent 
I'th' parts of France, till term of eighteen ii^ontlis 
Be full expir'd. Thanks, uncle fVinchefter^ 
Glo*fter, Tork, Buckingham, and Somerfit^ 
Salifiury and Warnvick ^ 

Wc thank you for all this great favour done, , 
In entertainment to my princely Queen. 
Come, let us in, and with all fpced providq 
To fee her coronation be perform'd. 

[Exetmt Kivg, ^een and Suffolk,. 

Maneni the refl, 

Glo, Brave Peers of England, pillar! of the date. 
To you Duke Humphry muft unload h\^ %ii'v^t> 
Your grief, die common griet oi a\\ \)aa\wA», . 
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Wh^t l,fdid>niy.-br9ther J^r^'fpend his youth. 
His valour^.tCotni stnd jp f^ple in the wars f- 
DidJ^fc {qo^n ki4gf in op^a Held, 
In winter's. coii4» ^ftd Alminei^s parching heat, 
To«onqaer..^r^7»-^>. hib ftrue disheritance i 
And did'PO^y br0th^ B.^t^ford-XiAl his wits 
To keep by- policy what Nemy got? ■ 
Have 3icouy^ftrielves'9 SvmrJftt.^BucJdn^am^ 
Brave iVi, and Mijhury^ vi^rions Warwick^ 
Receiv'd deep icus j/i FratK* s^d Nermamfy? 
Or hath jnine uncle Btaufsfrd^ and myfclf. 
With all the learned council of the realm» 
Studied fo iongy fat in the council-houfe» 
Early an4:late» debating to and £ro^ 
How France and Fnmlmen mijght be k^t in awejr 
And wa£ his Higbne6 in his infancy^ 
Cr9wned in Barit^ in defpipht of foes ? 
And fliall thefe labours and thefe honours die ! 
Shall Henry\ conqueft, Bedfird^s yigiJance, 
'Your deeJs of war, and all our counfel die ! 
O Peers of England^ ^anieful is this league. 
Fatal this marriage ;^ cancelling -yo^c fame. 
Blotting your names from books of memory ; 
Razing the duirailers of your renown, 
Defacmg monuments of conquered Franctj 
Undoing all, as all had never been. 

Car, NepheWi what means this p&flionate difconrfe \ 
This peroration with fuch circumllance« ? 
For France^ 'tis our« ; and we will koep it ftilL 

Glo. Ay, Uncle, we will keep it if we can ; 
But now It is impoflible we (hould. 
Suffolk, the new-made Duke that rule^: the road. 
Hath giv^n the dutchy of J»jou and Maine 
Unto the poor King keigniwy whofe large ftile 
Agrees not with the leannefs.of his purie. 

Sal. Now, by the deaths of him who dy'd for all, 
Thefe counties were the keys of Normandy : 
But wherefore weeps. ^artviV^ my valiant fpn? 
>^^/v i^9r^ri<?f that they are pail recovery. 
ror ff^/v there hope to conquer tbem .ag^W / 

>^1 
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My fword (hoold fhed hot Mood, minc^yes no tcat&. 
Anion and Maimf myfelf did ivin them hatk f 
Thofe provinces thefe anns of mine did cbnquer; 
And are the cities, that I got with wounds, 
Deliver'd up again with peaceful words? 

Tork. For Sufilk'^ Doke, may he be Ihffo^atc, • ' 
That dims the honour of ^s Warlike ifle! • i ' 
France fhould have torn and rent my very heart, - 
Before 1 would have yielded to this league. 
I never read, but EngUmtPs Kings have had 
Large fums oFgold, and dowries with their wives: 
And our King Herny gives away his own. 
To match with' her that brings no vantages. 

Glo. A proper jeft, and never heard before,-. 
That Suj^ ftoul4 dem^d a whole fifteenth. 
For coft and charges in tranfporting . her: 
She fliould have (laid in Frantt, and ftarv'd.in France, 
Before — ■. 

Car, My Lord of Glower, now ye grow too hot: 
It was the pleafurc of my Lord the King. 

G/o, My Lord of Wincbefterj I know your mind. . 
'Tis not my fpeeches that yoo do mimke. 
But 'tis my prefence that doth trouble you. 
Rancour will out, pfoud prelate ; in thy face, 
I fee thy fury : if I longer ftay. 
We fhall begin our ancient bickerings. 
Lordings, farewel : and fay, when I am gone, 
I prophefy'd, France will be loft ere long, \]^xiu 

Car, So, there goes our Proteftor in a rage : 
'Tis known toyou, he is mine eneiny: 
Nay more, an enemy unto you all ; 
And no great friend, I fear me, to the King. 
Coniider, Lords, he is the next of blood. 
And heir apparent to the Ertglijh crown. 
H^-flemy got an empire by his marriage. 
And all the wealthy kingdoms of die wefl, ' 
There's reafon he fhould be difpleas'd at it. 
I^cok to it. Lords, l^t not his Imoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts; be wife, and* tutum^^^* 
WMac though the common people fcvo^t \msk> 

As ^^^^ 
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ffing Km kumfhty^ the good Duke of Glo'fter, 

iappmg their hantfs and crying with loud voice, 

;Ai mtumain yeiur rffyat ekceltence ! 

/ith, God pre/er*oe the good Duke Humphry \ 

fear me, Ldrdy, for a!! this flattering glofs, 
le wHI Be found a dangerous protector. 

Buck. Why fhoald hd tnen proteft bur Sovereign, 
He tcing^ of age to govern of himfelf > 
Coufin of Semerfety join you with me. 
And all together with the Duke of Suffolk^ 
We'll quickly hoift Duke Hufrtfhry from his feat. 

Car, This weighty bufincfs will not brook delay. 
I'll to the Duke of Suffolk prefently. [Exit. 

Som, Ct5ttfin of Buckingham f. though Hum}hrf% pride 
And grcatnefs of his place be grief to us. 
Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinal : 
His infolence is more intolerable 
Than all the princes in the land be£de : 
If Olo^Jfer be difplac'd, he'll be proteftor. 

Buck. Or Scmerfety or I, will be protedlor, 
Def^ighr Dhke Humphry or the Cardinal. 

\Ex^unt Buckingham «;;^Somerft#. 

Sal, Pride went before, ambition follows him. 
While thefe do labour for their own preferment. 
Behoves it us to labour for the realm. 
I never faw, bat Hianphry Duke of Glo^fter 
Did bear him like a noble gentleman : 
Oft have I feen the haughty Cardinal 
More like a foMier, than a man o'th' church. 
As flout and pfoud as he were Lord of all. 
Swear like a rufiian, and demean himfelf 
Unlike the ruler of a Common-weal. 
War^wicky my fon, the comfort of my age ! 
Thy deeds, thy plainnefs, and thy houfe-kceping, 
Have won the greatel^ favour of the commons. 
Excepting none but good Brike Humphry. 
And brother' 71>ri, thy^ afls in Ire/and, 
Jn bringing them to civil difciplinc ; 
^^ V^ft? exploits done in the heart of France j 
^^^ tAoa were regent for our Sovereign, 




Have made t^« <^jU.»l^<i>«p^oia^^^ 

Join we together for tfej^bfi^ . :.^, , 

In what we can, to bi^jt ^^ (\»f^'e^ <jv .v 

The pride of, ^K^ 

With Somer/efs i^^J^i^^|^^^ ^^^ ' 

And, as we^ ms^^,^^ 

While they, da jeni 

fFar. So &oi Wpr^i^^yf^ . 
And coantnoja pi^i^t ^ fl&,j;o^^ l^ ^ 
rorA. And fa %s ?V4^! j% J|^f;. iW/Sft 



5-«/. Then let'^^maken^fie,'! 354 if^ W5^' 

If^ar. Unto the mwi;^Z0:,fH^f/^M^ (f i 

Th^ M«>f ^. >riii^h, Jjy .n^iib^r S^m^n^^W^ M%9 
And would 'ha«e ^<^t, , ,fo ,^1 «ii iftfF^di,-*^ J^ ^ ^ /; 
Main chance, filter, ji^u ,|i5wa^;f ..^^^^ 
Which I will win from- /m;i^,p^^e tie 4wirr;-i 




P^«.^« hrf; .the Sti^'9Jr^^^ 

Stands ^on (a ,i;i#;ie pf^ll^nl^pw l^^af/y^^g^f^j;^^ ,^ ^ 

5i^ilf <^ftcjudf^ o^jli,ejar^^ ,. .^ r, } -, , ' rjf 

The Peers agreecf,.and^iiof was Y^fl|Je^^ ,. j 

To change twodiW^W^i^rjai^dufo^^ 

I cannot blame theip5.sfiU»,wh^^^ ■'].] 

'Tis thine they gfvej]a]^ayjj^\^^^^ 

Pirates mBi^x^^^ejA^^]^^p^^ 

And purchase [friiMi4^^fn4.^ye.t9cpj;rt^^^ ... ... 

Stin revellingn4i^^ ^^\&?^t^ , f : , , , 

While as the filly oyyj^^r of jfhegQOfl^ , i ; H- -^ ' 
Weeps ovcr'tJ^p. i[^ y<^^ hlSi)iap4£^s,Wnds, 
And ft,^fc^'h$frhea4,' aad^trembl;ng,ii^4s 'M^o^ 



While a!ljif.(i|ar^, :^'4,a^^j^i^h«o?nq;ay^^^ ^^^ 

Ready to ftarve^. :^ ;d[^^^, i^^^^ 

So Tcrk muft fit, a|\4:wtj,;2j^J3^*hif t^^^ 

While his own land? --•'* ^-'•'*'*^"*''^'^'''*"'^'^' 

Methinks^ die t^aiiq,: 

Bear that projfiortipi^ 



::j:;^X.' 
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s did the fatal brand Ahhea burnt, 
nto the prince's heart of Calydon. 
bijou and Maiae^^ both giv'n unto the French t 
Jold news for me : for I had hr^e of France^ 
iv'n as I have of fertile England's Soil, 
A day -will come, when York Ihall claim his own ; 
And therefore I will take the Ne^ilh* parts, ' 

And thake a fiiew of love to prond Duke Humphry ^ 
And, when I fpy advantage, claim the Crown; 
Por that's the eolden mark I feek to hit. 
Nor fliall proud Lancafter ufurp my right. 
Nor hold the fcepter in his childim fill. 
Nor wear the diadem upon his head, 
Whofe church-like humour fits not for a Crown, 
Tlien, York^ be ftill a while, till time do fcrvc: 
Watch thou, and wake wheft others be afleep^ 
To pry into the fecrets of the State ; 
Till Henryj forfeiting in joys of love. 
With his new bride, and England's dear-bought Queen, 
And Huntpbfy with the Peers be fall'n at jars. 
Then will I raifi; aloft the milk-white rcife. 
With whofe fwcet ffeell the air fhall be pcrfgm'd ; 
And in my Standard bear the arms of Yari, 
To grapple with the houfe of Lancafter ; 
And, force perforce, I'll make him yield the crown, 
Whofe bookiih Rule hath puU'd fair England down. 

[Exit York* 

SCENE changn U iht Duke of Glbuccftcr'* 

. Houfi. 

Enter Duke Runphry, and dis ff^fc Eleanor. 

Elean^ \ /\ 7 ^^^ droops my Lord, likeover-ripcn'd corn, 
VV Hanging the bead withCVr#/*plenteous load? 
Why doth the great Duke Humphry knit liis brows; 
As frowiving at the favours of the world*? 
Why arc thine eyes fix't to the fullen eaivh; 
Gazing at that which fcems to;4im thy fis;ht? 
Wiat iS^-a thou th^te? King Henr/s Diadem^ 
Jacli^^djvjfh aU the Aoaour* ef the worU^ 
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If To, gaze on, and j^rovel on thy face. 

Until tny head be circled, with the fame. 

Put forth thy hand« reach at the glorious Gold : 

What! is't too.ihort? I'll lengthen.it with mine. 

And, having both together heav'd it . up. 

We'll both together lift up our heads' to heaven; 

And never more abafe our fight fp.lowj 

As to vouchfafe ox)e glance unto the, ground; 

Glo. O AW/, fvveet A'ifZr, if thou doff love tliy Lord, 
Banifh the canker of ambitious Aonghts : 
And may that thought, when I imagine 111 
Agtinft my King and nephew, virtuous Htnry^ 
Be my lail breathing in this, mortal world ! 
My troublous dreams thi^ night do make me fad. 

£/p.What dreamM my Lord? tell nie, and I'll requite k 
With fweet rchearfal of my morning's dream. 

Glo, Methought, this ftaff, mine ofiicc-badge in Court, 
Was broke in tv/ain ; by whom I have forgot \ 
Butt a» I think, it was by th' Cardinal; 
And, on the pieces of the brokien waQd> 
Were plac'd OicheAds of EJmumi Duke of Somerjcr, 
And fTJllJam de la.Pole firll Dujce of Suffolk, 
This was the "dream; what it doth bode, God knows. 

Elean, Tut, this was nothing but an argument. 
That he, that breaks a ftick of GL'JIer's grove. 
Shall lofe his heiad for his Prefumption. 
But lift to me, my Eitmphru my fweet Duke : 
Methought, I fat m feat of Majefly, 
In the cathedial church of Wepninfier^ 
And in that chair whereEjngs and Queens were crown'^d ; 
Where Henry and Mar^ret kneel'd to me. 
And on my head did let the diadem. 

Gh» Nay, Eleanorp then mull I chide outright ; 
Prefnmptoous Dame, ill-nurtnr'd Eleanor, 
Art thoa not fecond woman in the realm. 
And the Protedor'9 wife, belov'd pf him .? 
Haft thou not worldly pleafure at command. 
Above the reach, or compafs of thy thought? 
And wilt thott StiJi be. hmmeriiig u«ac^i>j ^ . 
7b rtmWe A^Wtt thy h«ft)Mid, aKi^ ^ii'jfcXlv . ^ 
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From top of honour to difgracc's feet ? 
Away from rac, and let me hear no more. 

Elean. What, what, my Lord ! arc you fo cholerick 
With Eleanor^ for telling but her dream ? 
Next time, I'll keep my dreams unto myielf. 
And not be check'd. 

GA?. -Nay, be not angry ^ I am pleas 'd ag^an. 

Enter Mejfenger* 

Mejf, My Lord Protedtor, 'tis his Highnefs' pleafure. 
You do prepare to ride unto St. Albans^ 
Whereas the King and Queen do mean to hawk. 

G/fl. I go : come, iV>//, thou wilt ride with us ? ' 

[Exit Glouccifter,. 
ow prcfentlyr 
Follow I muft, I cannot go before, 
While GWftir bears this bafe and humble mind. 
Were I a man, a Duke, and next of blood, 
I would remove thefe tedious fiumbline-blocks ; 
And fmooth my way upon their headleis necks. 
And being a woman, I will not be flack 
To play my part in Fortune's pageant. 
Where are you there ? Sir John ; nay, fear not,, many 
We 'are alone ; here's none but thee and I. 

JF^r^fr Hume. 

Hime. Jefus preferyc ypur. Royal M^iefty ! , 

Ekan. What fay'ft tlidU ? Majefty? I ambdt Grace. 

Hume. But by the grace of God, and flume^s advice^* 
Your Grace's title fhSl' be niultij?1)rd. • ••- • 

Ele, What fay 'ft thou, tfian ? hsft thou as yet confcrr'd 
"^ith. Marjcryjcrdan, the cunning witch ;'= "' .. 
And Roger Bolingbroek iixe cojijurcr, ^' '^^ 

And will they undertake to do me good ? 

Hume.t)^s theyjiavepromiftdj tp ihew jf our Highnef 
A Spirit rais'd from depth of unde^rgrpuitdy . 
nat /hall make anfwer to fuch queftions, 
^bj^your Grace QoSi bc propcundcd. Yam. 
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Elean. It is enough, Y\\ think upon the queftions r 
When from St. Atonns we do make return, 
Wj'll fee thofc things eiFeaed to the full. 
Here, Hume, take this reward ; make merry, man. 
With thy confederates in this weighty caufe. 

[£xit Eleanot^f 

Hume, Hume ihuft make nieriy with the Dutchefs' gold; 
Marry, andfhall; bat how now, ^ix'John Hume? 
Seal up your lips, and give no words, but mum ! 
The bufinefs aflceth filent fecrecy. 
Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch : 
Gold cannot come amifs, were fhe a devil. • . 

Vet have I gold, flies from another coaft : 
I dare not lay from the rich Cardinal, 
Aad from the great and new-made Duke of Sujhli'^ 
Yet I do find it fo : ifor to be plain, 
They (knowing Dame Eleanor* s afpiring humour) 
Have hired me to undermine the Dutchefs j 
And buz thefe conjuratiohs in her brain. 
They fay, a crafty knave does need no broker ; ^ 

Yet am I S'a^Zf's, itnd tfhe Cardinal''^, broker ; 
Hume^ if you takcnot heed, you fball go near 
To call them both a pair of crafty knaves. 
Welf, fo it (lands ; and thus I fear at lad, 
Httm^s knavery will be the Dutchefs' wreck. 
And her attaint ure will be Humphry % fall : 
Sort how it will, I fball have gold for all. [Exit, 

SCENE changes to, an JpariTrunt in ibe Palace. 

Enter ^bree or four Petitioners^ Peter the Armourer* s man 
being one. 

r Pet. TV /r Y matters, let's ftand clofe 1 vblj Lord Pro- 
XT JL teftor will come this way by and by, and- 
then we may deliver our fupplications in the quill. 

2 Pet. Mari7, the Lord protcdt him, for he*s a good 
man, Jefu blefs hia ! ^ 
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Enter Sviffolkp and ^u^n. 

it. Here a' comes, medunks, and the Queen with 
I'll be the £rft, fow. 
V. Come backy £e>ol> this is the 'DvikQ of Suffolk, 
not my Lord Protcftor. 

if. How no«i| fellowy wouldft any thing with ine ? 

Pet. I pray, my Lord, pardon me ; I took ye for 

Lord Protcftor. 

Q^Mar. To. my Lord ProteSor, [reading.'] Are your 

pplications to his lordihip ? let me fee them ; what 

thine ? 

1 Pet. Mine is, an*t pleafe your Grace, againft JobH 
jQodman, my Lord Cardinal's man, for keeping my. hoafe 
and lands, and wife, and ail from me. 

5«^. Thy wife too? that's fom? wrong, indeed. What's 
yours ? what's here ? {Reads.] Jgainfl the Duke of Suf- 
folk, for inclojing the Commons of Long Melford. iiow 
now, Sir Knave ? 

2 Pet. Alas, Sir, I am but a poor petitioner of our 
whole Townihip. 

Suf reads,] Jgain/t mjf Mafier, Thomas Horner, /or 
faying tlfat tie Dttie of York nvas rtgbtfui heir to th 
Crotun. 

Q. Mar.^ What ! did the Duke of Tork fay, he w? 
rightful heir to the Crown ? 

Peter. That my miilrefs was ? no, ibrfooth ; r 
mafter faid, that he w^ ; and that the King was 
ufurper. 

Suf. .Who is there ?— Take this fellow in, and f 
foriiis mafter with a purfuivant, prefently ; we'll - 
more of your matter before the Hang. 

[Exit Peter giu 
Q^ Mar. And as for you, that love to be prote 
Ulftder the wings of our Protestor's grace. 
Begin your fuits anew, and foe to lum. 

[Tears the fkf pit 
Away, bafe colYiom I Suffolk, let theid jgo. 
. ^^ Come, let's be gone. \Extmt ft 
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Q^ Mar. My Lord of SujM, fay, is this the gmfel 
Is this the fafhiOB in the Conit-dt EngUiulf 
b this the GoTcrnment of Britain's IfW? 
And tkis^tlie n>]paity of jMittfs £inr ? > -' 
What! iliall Kingi*^^ be t: pupil ft^, • • J: ; 
Under the forly G/^/r's.govSeniaiioe? i < 
Am I a Queen in title and in :fty^k^ fi; ^: • w: :^i' 
And muftbe made i, Siibjedl to aBnfce? 1 -^ 
I tell thee, Pokf when in the city 7W/ 
Thou ran'ft a-tilt in honour of my lasfty • 
And ftorft away the Ladies' heart's of Franct% 
I thought. King jy^«^ had ;reiembled thee . 
In courage, courtihip, and proportion : • ' 

But aH his mind is beat to hoiinefi^ • \ 

To liuniba'.i^fw At^criVj on hit beadi ; ' ' 
His diampions are the Prophets and ApoMe*: 
His, weapons holy faws of facred writ ; 
His ftady is his tilt*yard ; and his k)v^ 
Aft brazen images of canonized {ainta« 
I would, the college of the Cardinals 
Would Chafe hipi Pope, and carry him to Rbtmp 
And iet the triple crown upon his head 4 
That were a ftate fit for hi^ holinefs 1 
. iSi/. Nfadam^ be patient ; as I was tiiecaoie 
Your Highnefs came to England^ fo will I 
Ixi Bmland^oik yoor Grace's full content. 

(i^Mar. Befide the proud Protcdor, hafre we Btaufdri 
Th' impenoos Churchman $ Simar/ft, jButh'nz^am^ 
And grumbling Tork ; : and not the Itaft jdf l£efe 
But can do more in England^ than the King. 
. Suf. And he .of 'theft, that can do: moft otf * tdl. 
Cannot do mom in -Mnglaud: thani the Nivills. ; 
Salijb^ry and War^vick . aj» no iirople Peerp.- : . / 
, (Xsihtr. Not all thefe Lords do vex me half fo much^ 
As t£at. proud DafB«i .-^e Lord Protestor H wift". .| 
She fweeps it rj^wmghthe: Coirt with tfoqps «tf ladies. 
More like an Eja^ffefir thaiill^ke^^SKvi^^k^'siwife.i 
Strangers in Ccu^t.dd take her for the C^een; 
She bears a ' Bulfje^si revtemto oh her .bl«ifci» - .1 < \ 

A^d iahti im» ihc fcomisftiac ij<^Nn^S|* ; :;.^. j ^^^ 
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Shall I not Hire to be aiteng*d on her ? 
Contemptuous, bafe born, Callot as (he is^ " 
She vaunted 'mongf! her minions t'other day. 
The very train of her worft wearing gown 
Was better worth than all-my father's lands ^ 
Till Sufol^ gave two Dukedoms fbr his daughter ! ^ 

Su/, Madam, myielf have Um'd a bu(h for her, 
And plac'd a quire of (bch- enticing birds, / 
That fhe will 'light to liilen to their lays ; 
And never mount to trouble you again. 
So, let her reft ; and. Madam, Lift to m» ; 
For I am bold to counfel you in this ; 
Although we fancy not the Cardinal, 
Yet muft we join with him and witli.the Lordii . 
Till we have brought Duke Hump^ in difgrace^' " 
As for the D«ke of Toifky this late complaint 
Will make but little for his benefit. 
So, one by one, well weed them all at lafij 
And you yourfelf Aalf ftcer the happy Realm, 

Tq. them entir King HenrVj^ Dtih Humphry, SardittOi 
Buckingha;n, York, firdiibu^ryi Warwick, and ^ 
DuctJbe/} o/GlonQtHet, 

K. Ihmy^ For my part, noblrLords, I care sot whicl: 
Or Somerfity or Yorh^ alPs one to me» 

York. If Ymrk have ill dcmean'd himfelf in France^^ 
Then let him be deny'd the Regentfhip. 

Som.' liSomer/et be unworthy of the place, 
I^et York be Regent, i will yield to him. 

War. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Pifpute not that^ York is the worthier. ; 

Car. Ambitious Warivtck^ let thy betters fpeak. 

War. The Cardinal's not my better in the field. 

Buck. All in this Prefence are thy betters, Warwick. 

War. War<vMck may live to be the bcft of all. 

Sal Peace, Son ; and fhew fomc rcafon, Buckingban 
Why Somtrfet ihoald be prefcrr'd in this. 

Q^Mar. Beeauie the King, forfooth, will have it ^ 

^. Madam, the King is old enough himfelf 
^o^Ive his Ceofurc: tMc arc no womaa's rsas 

{ 
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Q^Mar. If ke be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Protedorof his Excefience? 

GIo. Madam^ I am Protedor of the realm ^ 
And» at his pleafore, will refign 'my place. 

&uf. Refign it then» and leave thine iniblence. 
Since thou wert King, (as^ who is. King, but thou ?) 
The Common-wealth hath daily run to wreck. 
The Dauphin hath prevail'd beyond the Teas, 
And all the Peers, and Nobles of the Realm, 
Have been as bond-men to thy fov 'reign ty. 

Cir.The Commons hail thon racked ^ the Clergy's b^i 
Are lank and lean with thy extortione. 

Som. Tliy (umptuous buildings, and thy wife's aCtir^ 
Have cpft a mafs of publick tseafury. 

BucJi. Thy cruelty in execution 
Upon offenders hath exceeded law ; \ 

And left thee to the mercy of the law. 

Q^Mar, Thy (ale of ofi&ces and towofr in Frmut^ 
If they were known, as the {ufped^ is gieat; 
Would make thee q^oickly hop without thy head. 

[£:gtf Glo^fter* 
Give me my f^ ; what, minion ? can ye BOt ? 

[She gives tke Dmcke/s a hxm thi Mr. ' 
I cry you mercy, Ma<&m; was it you? ^ 

EUan. Was't I? yea, I it was, proud Fren^b-wmmm :. 
Could I come near your beauty with my natk* 
I'd fet my ten commandments in your face. 

K. Henry. Sweet aunt, be quiet ; 'twas againft her wrlh 

Eiean. Againd her will, good King ? lookto't in ttflie. 
She'll hamper thee and dandle thee like a baby : 
Though in this place moil mailer wears no breeches^. 
She ihall not ftrike Dame Eleanor unrcveng'd. 

[Exk'Eltzaxor. 

Buck, Lord Cardinal, I'll follow EleanoTy 
And liften after Humphryy how he proceeds : 
She's tickled now, her fume can need no ipurs ; 
She'll gallop faft enough to her defbudion. 

' [£xiV Buckitfgham. 
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Ri'^enter Duie Humphry. 
'. Now, Lords, my cholcr being over-blown ' 
1 walkine once about the Quadrangle, 
me to talk of commonwealth aflfairfi. 
or your fpightfnl falfe objedlions, 
/e them, and I lie open t9 the law. 
God in mercy deal fo with my foul, 
I in duty love my King and Country ! 
t to the matter that wc nave in hand: 
ay, my Sovereign, Tork is meetcft man 
obc your Regent in the Realm of France. 
Suf. Before we make election, give me leave 
*o mew fbme reafon of. no little force, 
rfcat York is moll unmeet of any man, 
-^ Tork, I tell thee, Stifolk^ why I am unmeet : 
Firft, for I cannot flatter thee m pride : 
Next, if I be appointed for the Place, 
My Lord oi ^omtrfit will keep me her-e* 
Without difcharge, money or fnrniture, 
TiW France be won into the Dauphin's hands. 
Laft time, I danc'd attendance on his will, 
Till Paris was befieg'd, fainSfliM and loft. 

War, That I can witnefs, and afbulcr faft 
pid never traitor in the Land commit. * 
S^. Peace, head-ftrong Warwick. 
War. Image of pride, why (hould I hold my peace? 

Enter Homer the Armourer ^ and bis Man Peter, guarded* 

. inf. Becaufe here ii a man accns'd of treafon : 
Pray God, the Duke of nf*^ excufe himfelf ! 
York* Doth any one accufe York for a traitor ? 
K.^. What mean'ft thou, Sufftdkf tell<iie,what aretkefe? 
. ^af. Pleafe it your Majefty, this is the man» 
That doth accufe his itaaherof high treafon : 
i£s words were thefe ; '* that Richard Duke of York 
** Was rightful heir unto the EngUfis Crown ; 
'* And that your Majefly was an ufurper." 
. K* Hgnry. Say, sum ; were thefe thy words ? 
^Jhx/. An*l ihall pleafe your Majefty, I never faid nof 

thought 
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thought any iuch matter : God is my.witnefsy I am falfly 
liccus'd by the villain. * 

Peter, By theie ten bones, my Lord, he did (peak them 
tb m^ in the garret one night, as we were fcow'ring my 
Lord of York!% armour. 

ToVk, Bafe dun6;hil villain, and mechanical, 
ni have thv head for this thy traitor's fpeech ; 
I do befeech your royal K4ajeily, 
Let him have all the rigor of the Law. 

Arm. Alas, my Lord, hang me, if ever I fpakc the 
words. My accuier is my *prcntice, and when I did cor^ 
re£l him for his fault the other day, he did vow upon his 
knees he would be even with me. I have goodwitnefs 
of this ; therefore, I befeech your Majeily, do not caft 
away an honeft man for a villain's accufation. 

K. Henry, Uncle, what (hall we fay to this in Law ? 

Glo, This doom, my Lord,. if I may judge: 
Let Somerfet be Regent o'er the French^ 
Becaufe in Tork this breeds fufpicion. 
And let thefe have a day appointed them 
For finale combat in convenient place ; 
For he hath witnefs of his fervant's malice. 
This is the law, and this Duke Humphry*^ doom. 
- K, Henry. Then be it fo : My Lord of Somtr/et^ (a) 
Wif make your Qrace Regent over the French. 

Som, I huinbly thank your royal Majefty. 

Arm., And I accept the eombat willingly. 

Peter. Alas, my Lord, I cannot fight ; tor God's f^ke, 
. pity my cafe ; the /pight of Man prevailech a^ainft me. 
O Lord, have mercy upon me ! I fhall never be able to 
£gAuta blow ; O Lord, my heart !— 

Glo, Sirrah, or you muft fi^t, or elfe be hang'd. 

K. Henry, Away with them to prifon ; and the day of 
Combat ihall be the laft of the next month. Come, 
Somer/cty we'll fee thee fent away. [Fkmr. Exeuntp 

(z) K' ^^X^* Then beitj^ ^c^ Thefe (wo Lines I have iilierted 

from the old Shtartq \ ajid, v I jthink, very necciTanly. for^with* 

out thpra, the King has not accUrM hU AfCtTvX. XoGCouct^u %^Y.xiv:iJ^\ 

and the Duke of Stmrfet is made to xYi%s^ ^^ i%\ ^t.'^^t1^c^\ 

kcfoee the KSng has deputed h'lmlA iiU ,^^ 
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SCENE, the mtcVs C 

Enter Mother ]QT^L2J^y Hume, Southwel, euu 

Hume,f^ O M E, my mafters j the Dutchi 

V^ Expedts performance of your 

BoIing.Mz^cr Hume, we are therefore j 

her ladyihip behold and hear our cxorcii; 

Hume. Ay, what elfe ? fear not her coi 

BoHng. I have heard her reported to b 

^n invincible fpirit; but it ihall be conv 

Humey that you be by her aloft, while we 

and fo I pray you, go in God's name, and 

Hume.] Mother Jordany be proftrate anc 

^«arth J John ^outh<weU read you, and let u 

Enter Eleanor, 4ihove. 

Elenn. Well faid, my mailers, »id w 
to this geer, the fooner tJie better. 

Boling, Patience, good lady : wizau'ds kn< 
Deep night, dark night, die iilent of th< 
The time of night when Troy was fet O! 
The time, when fcreech-owls cry, and b 
When fpirits walk, and ghofts break np 
That time beft fits the w^rk we have in 
Madam, fit you, and fearnot ; whom w* 
We will make faft within a hollow'd ver 

Here they perform the Ceremonies^ -and \ 
Bolingbrook or Southwel reads^ Con 
thunders and lightens terribly \ then the 

Spirit, jid/um. 

M. Jord. J/muthy by the eternal God, 
iVnd power thou trembleft at, tell what 
t<» till thou fpeak, thou fhalt not pafs f 

Sjfir. Afk what thou wilt. — That I had i 

Beling.FMy of the King: What (hallo 

Spirit. The Duke yefiHves, that Henry 

But him oat'live, and die a violent ^^aS 

IJsthi Spirit Speah^thti-* 
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Boling. Tell me, what fates await the Duke of Sufoli ? 

Spirit. By water ihall he die, and take his end. 

Boling, What fhall befall the Duke of Smer/et t 

Spirit. Let him ihun caftles. 
Safer fhall he be on the fandy plains. 
Than where eaftles mounted ftand. 
Have done; for more I hardly can endure. 

BoHng. Defcend to darknefs, and the burning lake : 
Falfe fiend, avoid ! 

[I'hunder and Lightning. Spirit Ji/cends* 

Enter the Duke of York, and the Duke of Buckingham^ 
wuitb their Guard, and break in, 

Tork, Lay hands upon thefe traitors, and their trafh ; 
"Beldame, 1 think, we watch'd you at an inch. 
What, Madam, are you there ? the King and Realm 
Are deep indebted for this piece of pains ; 
My Lord Protedor will, I doubt it not. 
See you well guerdoned for thefe good defer ts. 

Elean. Not half fo bad as thine to England*^ King, 
Injurious Duke, that threat'il where is no caufe. 

Buck. True, Madam, none at all : What call you this ? 
Away with them, let them be clap'd up clofe. 
And kept apart. You, Madam, ihall with us. 
Stafford, take her to thee. 
We'll fee your Trinkets here forth-coming aM. 

[Exeunt Guards lAjith Jordan, Southwel, ^c. 

york.LordBuckingham, mcthinks, you watch'dher wellj 
A pretty plot, well chofe to build upon. 
Now^ pray, my Lord, let's fee the devil's writ. 
What have we here ? [Rtadt* 

The Duke yet lives, that Henry Jhall depofe ; 
But him out'irve, and die a violent death. 
Why, this is juft, Aiate, jEacida, Romanos 'uincere pojffe. 
Well, to the reft : 

Tell me, what fate awaits the Duke oi Suffolk? 
By water /hail he die, and take his end. 
What fhall betide the Duke of S(wner/«t ? 
Za i^mjbm cqftles^ ^ ^ 
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SmferflfoUbeii m tbe/amd^ plminsj 

Than v^ere caftks mQunttdJland* 

Comity comcy my Lords ; 

Thefe oracles are hardily attaia'dt (3) 

And hardly onderftood. 

The King is now in progrefs tow'rds St. Albam ; 

With him, the huiband of this lovely lady : 

Thither go theie news, as faft as horle can carry them; 

A forry breakfaft for my .Lord ProtcAor. 

Bttci. VouriGrace fliall give me leave, my Lord of Tork^ 
To be the pod, in hope of his reward. 

IVi. At your pleaiure, my good Lord. 
Who's within there, ho ? 

Enter a Serving'-man, 

Invite my Lords of Salijhury and Warwick, 

To fup with me to-morrow night. Away ! [Exeunt. 

(7) Tl>€fe Oracles are hardly attain d, 
jind hardly uvderfiovd,] Not only the Lamenefs of the Verfification» 
but tine Jmperfe^ion of the Senfe too, made me fufpefi tbit PafTage 
to be corrupt. The Meaning it very poor, as it ftandt in all the 
printed Copies { but I have formerly, by the Addition of a fingle 
Letter, both helped the Verfc and the Sentiment. 'To^, feizing the 
Parties and their Papers, fays, he'll fee the Devirs fTnt j and 
finding the Wizard's Anfwers intricate and ambiguous, he makes 
this genera] Comment upon fuch fort of Intelligence, as I have re- 
ilored the Text : 

Tbeje Orach are hardily atta'md^ 
And bardiy underflood, 

-1. e. A great RKque and Hazard is run to obtain them, {vtx, going 
to the Devil for them, as *twas pretended and fuppofed j) and lik«» 
wife the incurring feverc Penalties, by the Statute-Law againft fu^h 
Prafticet ? and yet, after thefe hardy Steps taken ; the InformatioBf 
are io perplexed that they are hardly to be underftood. 
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S C E'N E, '^'.5/, Albans. 

Enter King Henry, ^een, FfteBor, CardinaU (mi 
Suffolk, fwith Fdulkners hallooing^ , 

^ Margaret.' 

BELIEVE me, ix)rds, for flying at the brook, 
I faw no better fport thefe feven years' day ; 
Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high. 
And; ten to one, old Joan had not gone out. 

K. Htn. But what a point, my Lord, your Faulcon ma^e^ 
And what a pitch fhe flew above the reft : 
^o fee how God in all his creatures works ! 
Yea, man and birds are fain of climbing high. 

Suf. No marvel; an it like your Majefty, 
My Loud Protestor's hawks do tower fo welU 
They know, their mafter loves to be aloft. 
And bears his thoughts above his Faulcon's pitch, 

Glo, My Lord, 'tis but a bafe ignoble mind^ 
That mounts no higher than a bird can foar. 

Car, I thought as much, he'd be above the clouds. 

Glo. Ay, my Lord Cardinal, how think you by that I 
Were it not g^od, your Grace could fly to heav'n \ 

IC. * Henry, The treafury of ever! aft ing joy ! 

Car. Thy heav'n is on earth, thine eyes and thotighti 
Beat on a crown, the treafure of thy heart : 
Pernicious Protestor, dangerous Peer, 
That fmooth'ft it fo with King and common-weal ! 

Glo. What, Card'nal ? Is your priefthood grown fi| 
peremptory ? Tant^ne animis Calejlibiu ira P 
Churchmen fo hot ? good Uncle, \i\d^ ImO^ ia^v^^« 
With fuch holinefs can you do it ? 
Vol, V. B S*^^ 
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Suf. No malice. Sir, no more than well becomes 
So.gQpd ^ quarrel, ^d ib bad a^Peer. 
*• Gl(f. As who; my Lord ? 
^uf. Why, as yourfelf, my Lord ; 
An't like your lordly, lord Protedorfhip. 

Glo, Why, Suffolk, England knows thine infolence 
Q^ Mar, And thy ambition, GIo*/er, 
K. Hejtry. I pr'ythee, peace, good Queen ; 
And whet not on thefe too too furious Peers, 
For blelTed arc the peace-makers on earth. 

Car. Let me be bleffed for the peace I make» 
Againft this proud Protedor, with my fword ! 
GIo. 'Faith, holy Uncle, 'would 'twere come" 

to that. 
' Car, Marry, when thou dar'ft. 
G/o. Make up no fadlious numbers for the I 

matter, \^ 

In thine own perfon anfwer thy abufe. f 

Car. Ay, where thou dar'ft not peep : and,' 
if thou dar'ft, 
• This ev'ning on the eaft fide of the grove. 
K. Henry. How now, my Lords ? 
Car. Believe me, coufin Glo'fter, 
Had not your man put up the fowl fo fuddenly. 
We'd had more fport ■ ■ Come with thy two-ha 
fword, (4) [Jfide to G 

Glo. True, Uncle. 

Car. Are you advis'd ?-p— the eaft fide of thd Grc 
Glo. Cardinal, I am with you. [y 

.K. Henry. Why, how now, uncle Glo*fier? 
Glo. Talkingjaf hawking ; nothing elfe, my L 

; (4)" Come with thy ttuo-hand Sivord, 

Glo. True, Uncle, areyeadvndf The Eaji- fide of the C 
Cardinal, J am with jou'\ Thus is the whole Specc 
ClouctJIer, in all the Editions : but furely, with great Ir 
It is \ht Cardinal, who firH: appoints the £aft-iide of th 
tl|0 place of Duel : and how Anely does k expre(« the P 
Impctuofity of the Cardinal, for fear Gloucefter fliould mi 
peat the Appointment, and ask his Antagonifl if he tat 
So ffiave ventured to reguiatf the Speeches J a^ Vl \ 
^a<i srpids an Abfurd^ty, ■ 
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i>y God's mother, Prieft, FU fliavc your crown 
for this, 

my fence fhall fail. [^^f* 

[JJUe.'] Mtdia^ teip/um. 
tor, fee to't well, proteft yourfelf. 
Umy. The winds grow high, fo do your ftoma€hs> 

Lords, 
kfome is this mufick to my heart ! 
fuch ih'infi;s jar, what hopes of harmony t 
, my Lords, let me compound this (Irife. 

Ent&r one, crying^ A Miracle ! 
What means this noife ? 
', what miracle deft thou proclaim ? 
, A miracle, a miracle ! 
Come to the King, and tell him what miracle. 
. Forfooth, a blind man at St. Man's fhrine^ 
d this half hour hath receiv'd his fight : 
1, that ne'er faw in his life before. 
Henry. Now God be prais'd, that to believing fouls 
light in darknefs, comfort in defpair ! 

he Mayor of St. Albans, ofni his hrethrenj hearing 
pcox between two in a chair ^ Simpcox'Ay^ foU 

. Here come the townfmen on proceffion> 
: your Highnefs to prefent the man. 
Henry, Great is his comfort in this earthly vale, 
gh by his £ght his iin be multiply'd^ 

Stand by, my mailers, bring him near the King, 
ighnefs' plealure is to talk with him. 
Henry. Good fellow, tell us here the circumflance, 
ve, for thee, may glorify the Lord. 

haft thou been long blind, and now reftor'd ? 
tt. Born blind, an't pleafe your Grace. 
If, Ay, indeed, was he. 

What woman is this? 
/. His wife, an't like your worihip. 

Had'ft thou been his mother, thou C0ttld(]Lh^v% 

told. 
K»7. Where wcrt tbou ^oiii ^ 

B 2 ^^*^t 
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Simp^ At Btrwick in the north, an't like your Grace. 

K. tUnry. Poor Soul ! God's j;oodnefs hath been great 
"to thee : 
Let never day or night unhallowed pais. 
But ftill remember what the Lord hath done. 
,j^^i».Tellme, good fellow, cam'ft thou here bychanee. 
Or of devotion, to this holy ihrine ? 

Simp, God knows, of pure devotion ; being call'd 
A hundred times and«oftner, in my fleep, 
- By good Saint Alhaui who iaid, " Simpcox, come; (5) 
** Come, ofFor at uxj ihrine, and I will help thee. 

Wife, Moil true, lorfooth ; and many a time and oft 
Myfelf have beard a voice to call him fo. 

Car, What; art thou lame? 

Simp. Ay, God almighty help me ! 

Suf, How cam'ft thou io ? 

Sinip, A fall off of a tree. 

Wife, A plumb'-tree, mafler. 

GI0. How long haft thou been blind ? 

Simp, O, born fo, mafler. 

Glo, What, and would ft climb a tree ? 

Simp, But once in all my life, when I was a youth. 

Wife. Too true, and bought his climbing very dear. 

Glo, Mafs, thou lov'dft plumbs well, that wouldft 
venture fot > 

Simp. Alas, good Sir, my wife defir'd fome damfons. 
And made me climb, with danger of my life. 

Glo. A fublle knave! but yet it (hall not ferve : 
Let's fee thine eyes ; wink now, now open them ; 
Jn my opinion, yet, thou fee'ft not well, 

(s) — — w/?»o /a/</, Simon, ccmc, 

Cfm£ offer at my Shrine, and 1 wiii he!p thee.'] The ErJitions here arc 
all at odds with the Hiftory.— For why, Simon? The Chronic/es, 
that take notice of Glai'Jier^ deted^ing this pretended Miracle, tell 
us, that the Impoftor, who aflerted himfelfto be cured of Blindncrs, 

was called Sounder Simpcox. Simon was tlierefore a Corruption 

through the Negligence of the CopyiftS, and continued by the Indo- 
J&oce of the Editors. Nor have we need of going back to Chroricies 
to /ettJcf this Point, fines our Poet, in theCourfc of thjs very Scene> 
S^A'cs us the Fcilow *5 A'a/Hcs correfpondent with V.\i<: Hv&oi'j . 

_ ' . Simf . 
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Simp. Yes^ mailer, clear as day ; I thank Godr and 
Saint Allan, 

GIo, Say'ft thou me fo ? what colour is this cloak of? 

Simp, Red, mafter, red as blood. 

G/o.Why, that's well faid : what colour is my gown of? 

Simp, Blacky forfooth, coal-black, as jet. 

K, Hen. Why then thou know'ft what colour jet is cj^? 

Suf. And yet, I think, jet did he never fee. 

GIo, But cloaks and gowns, before this day, a many* 

Wif$, Never before this day, in all- his life. 

Glo, Tell me. Sirrah, what's my name ? 

Simp, Alas, mailer, I know not. 

Glo, What's his name ? 

Simp, I know not. 

Glo. Nor his? 

Simp, No, indeed, mailer. 

Glo. What's thine own name ? . _ 

Simp, SaundfT Simpcoxy an if it pl«afe you, mailer. 

Gk,S9underM there,the lying'ft knave in ChriHendom^ 
If thou hadil been born blinds 
Thou might'fl as well know all our names, as thu» 
To name the feverat colours we do wear. 
Sight may diilinguiih colours : 
But fuddenly to nominate them all. 
It is impoffible. 

My Lords, Saint Jlhan here hath done a miracle; 
Would ye not think that Cunning ta be great, 
That could reilofe this cripple to his legs ? 

Simp, O mailer, that you could ! 

Glo, My mailers of Saint Albans^ 
Have you not beadles in your town. 
And things caU'd whips ? 

Mayor, Yes, my Lord, if it pleafe your Grace* 

Glo, Then fend for one prefcntly. 

Mayor, Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither ilraight. 

[ExitM^enger. 
. Glo, Now fetch me a flool hither. Now, Sirrah, if 
you meab to fave yonrfelf from whipping,, leap mr 
over this HooU and ran away. 

B J ^>mt- 
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Simp. Alas, mafler, I am not able to ftand alone : 
yoa go about to torture me in vain. 

Enter a Beadle 'with Whips. 

Gh, Well, Sir, we muft have you find your legs. 
8|rrah» beadle, whip him till he leap over the fame ilool. 

Bead. I will, my Lord. Come on. Sirrah, off with 
your doublet quickly. 

Simp, Alas, mailer, what fhall I do ? I am not able 
to ftand. 

[After the beadle hath hit htm once^ he leaps over the fiool 
and runs aivay ; and they follvw and cry, A miracle ! 

K. Henry, O God, fceft thou this, and bear 'ft To long ! 

t^4een. It made me laugh to fee the villain run. 

Glo, Follow the knate, and take this drab away. 

Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. 

Gh. Let them be whipt through tvery market town, 
till they come to Beriuick, from whence they came. 

[Exit beadkj ijuith the. tjuoman., 

Car, Duke Humphry has done a miracle to-day. 

Suf, True ; made the lame to leap, and fly away. 

Glo, But you have done more miracles than I ; 
You made in a day, my Lord, whole towns to fly. 

Enter Buckingham. 

K. Henry. What tidings with our coufin Buckingham V 
Buck, Such as my heart doth tremble to unfold : 

A fort of naughty perfons, lewdly bent. 

Under the countenance and confederacy 

OflzdyElean^, the Protestor's wife, 

Srhe ring-leader and head of all this rout) 
ave pra£tis'd dangeroufly againft your flate ; 
Dealing with witches and with conjurers. 
Whom we have apprehended in the faft, 
Raifing up wicked fpirits from under ground ; 
J>cmandjng of^&ng Henrf^ life and death. 
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^And other of your Highnefs's Privy-council, . 
As more at large your Grace ihall underfland. 

Car. And fo my Lord Protestor, by this means 
Your Lady is forth coming, yet at London. 
This news, I think, hath turn'd your weapon's edge. 
'Tis like, my Lord, you will not keep your hour. 

[AJide to Glo'fter. 

GZ?. Ambitions Church-man! leave t'afflidl my heart ! 
Sorrow and grief have vanquifli'd all my powers ; 
And vanquim'd as I am, I yield to thee. 
Or to the meaneft groom. t 

IL.Hen* O God, what mifchiefs work the wicked ones. 
Heaping confufion on their own heads thereby ! 

^een, Glo^Jfevy fee here the tainture of thy neft. 
And look, thyfelf be faultlefs, thou wert bell. 

Glo, Madam, for myfelf, to heav'n I do appeal. 
How I have lov'd my King and common-weal : 
And for my wife, I know not how it ftands. 
Sorry am I to hear what I have heard; 
. Noble Ihe is ; but if flie have forgot 
Honour and virtue, and conversed with fuch 
As, like to pitch, defile Nobility; 
I banifn her my bed and company : 
And give her as a prey to law and Aame, 
That hath diftionour'd GWfter^ honeft name. 

K. Henry, Well, for this night we will repofe us here; 
To-morrow toward London back again. 
To look into this biifinefs thoroughly. 
And call thefe foul offenders to their anfwers ; 
And poife the Caufe in juflice' ecjual fcales. 
Whole beam flands fure, whofe rightful caufe prevails, 

[Flourijh. Exeuntm 

SCENE changes to the Duke of York'i Palace. 
Enter York, Salifbury, and Warwick. 

York. T^T O W, my good Lords of Salijhury and fFarwuick^ 
i^ Our fimple fupper ended, ^\\^ taa Vc»<^^ 
In this clofe walk to fatisfy myfelf 1 

B4 ^t 
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In CfavtDg your opinion of my Title, 
Which is umllible, to Engktn^s crown. 

Sal,^ My (iOni, I long to hear it thss at full. 

War, Sweet Tork% begin ; and if thy Claim be gOOcf» 
The Ne^iilt are thy fabjedts to command. 

TcrA. Then thus: 
MdwarJ the Third, my Lords,, had feven fons : 
The firft, EJiiiuirii the black Prince,. Prince ofPTaks;: 
The fecond, William oi Hatfield \ and the third, 
Lioml Doke of Clarence \ next to whom 
'Wsi§Jobn of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancafier; 
Tks fifth was Edfmmd Langl^, Duke of rorA ; 
The fixth was ThomM of Woodpcky Duke of Gh'fter^ 
WiUiam of Wind/or was the feventh and lafl. 
Edward the black Prince dy'd before his father. 
And left behind him Richard^ his only fon. 
Who, after Ednjoard the Third's death, reign'd King i 
Till Henry Bolinghroke, Duke of Lancafter^ 
The cldeft fon and heir of John of Gaunt y 
Crown'd bv the name oi Henry the Fourth, 
SeizM on the realm j depos'd the rightful King ; 
Sent his poor Queen to France from whence fhe came,» 
And him to Pomfret ; where, as all you know, 
Harmlefs King Richard trait'roufly was murder'd, 
' War. Father, the Duke hath told the truth ; 
Thus got the houfe of Lancafter the Crown. 

York* Which now they hold by force, and not by right j 
For Richard the firft fon's heir being dead. 
The Iffue of the next fon (Kould have reign'd. 

Sal, But William of Hatfield dy*d without an heir. 
• Tori. The third fon„ Duke of Clarence^ from whofe line- 
I claim the Crown, had iflhe Philipy a. daughter. 
Who married Edtnond Mortimer, Earl of March, 
Edmond had iiTue ; Roger Earl of March : 
Rfiger had ifTue, Edmonds Anne^ and Eleanor, 

Sal, This Edmund, in the leign of Bolinghrokty. 
As I have read, laid claim unto the Crown ; 
And, bo^t for Qwen GUmdour, had been King; 
WJk> kept him in cajpUvXty^ tiU Uc dy'<i<^ - 
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Bnt, to tBc reft. 

nri(. His eldeft fifter, ..^w. 
My mother, being heir unto the crown^ 
Married Richard Earl of Cambridge^ . 
Who was the fon X,o Edmond Langky^ 

Jf^/w/ir^ the Third's fifth fon. 

By her I claim the kingdom ; fhe was heir 

To Roger Earl of Marchy who was the fon 

Of Edmond Mortimer, who married Philips 

Sole daughter unto Lionel Duke of Clarence, 

3o, if the iiiue of the elder fon * 

Succeed before the younger, I am King. 

IVar, What plain proceeding is more plain than this ? 

Henry doth claim the crown from John of Gauntj 

The fourth fon ; Tork here claims it from the third. 

Till LioneV% iffue fail, his fhould not reign ; 

It fails, not yet, but flourifheth in thee 

And in thy fons, fair flips of fuch a flock. 

Then, father SaUJburyj kneel we together. 

And in this private plot be we the firft. 

That fliall falute our rightful Sovereign 

With honour of his birth-right to the crown. 

Both, Long live our Sovereign Richard, England* i Kingf 
.Tork, Wc uiank you. Lords : but I am not your Ring, 

'Till I DC crown'd ; and that my fword be ftain'd 

With heart-blood of the houfe of Lancafier : 

And that's not fuddenly to be performed. 

But with advice and filent fecrecy. 

Do you, as I do, in thefe dang'rous days. 

Wink at the Duke of Sufolk'% infolence. 

At Beauford*s pride, at Somerfet^s ambition. 

At Buckingham, and all the crew of them ; 

Xjll they have fnar'd the (hepherd of the flock. 

That virtuous Prince, the good Duke Humphry : 

'Tis that they feek ; and they in feeking that 

Shall feek their deaths, if Tork can prophefy. 

SalMy Lord, here break we off; we know your mind, 
f^ar. My heart aflures me, tb?it the Earl oi' Warnvick 
Shall one day make the Duke cf Ytrk ?l YJ\\\'^. 
/^^. And, Nevillj this I do aSvxt^ tcinW^ % , 
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Richard fhall live to make the Earl of Warnvkk 

The grcateft man in England^ but the King. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to a Houfe near Smithfield. 

Sound Trumpets. Enter King Henry and Nobles ; the 
Dutche/sy Mother Jordan, Southwel, Hume, and Bo* 
lingbroke^ under guard. 

K. H. QTand forth, DsaneEIeanor Cohhatn, Qlo\fter\ wife, 

i3 In fight of God and us your guilt is great { 
Receive the fentence of the law for fins, 
Such as by God's book are adjudg'd to death. 
You four from hence to prifon, back again ; 
From thence unto the place of execution ; 
The Witch in Smithfield fhall be bum'd to aihes. 
And you three fiiall be firangled on the gallows. 
You^ Madam, for you are more nobly born, 
Defpoiled of your honour in your life^ 
Shall after three days open penance done. 
Live in your country here, in banifhmeiit, 
With Sir John Stanlp in the IJle of Man. 

Elean. Welcome is exile, welcome were my death. 

Glo. The law, thou fecft, hathjudg'd thee, Eleanor ; 
I cannot juftify, whom law condenms. 

[Exeunt Eleanor, and the others, guarded* 
Mint eyes arc full of tears, my heart of grief. 
Ah, Humphry / this difhonour in thine age 
Will bring thy head with forrow to the ground. 
} befeech your Majefly, give me leave to go ; 
Sorrow would folace, and my age would eafe. 

K, He/try, S^tzy Humphry, Duke oiGlo'fter ; ere thou go. 
Give up thjj ftaiF; Henry will to himfelf 
Proteftor be, and God (hall be my hope. 
My flay, my guide, and Ian thorn to'my feet. 
And go in peace, Humphry, no lefs belov'd. 
Than when thou wert ProteAor to thy King. 

Q^ Alar. I fee no reafon, why a King of years 
Should he prowled lik^ a ghild : 
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God and King Henry govern England*^ realm : 
Give up your ftaff. Sir, and the king his realm. 

Glo, My ftafF ? here, noble Henry ^ is my ftaff : 
As willingly do I the fame reiign, 
As e'er thy father Henry made it mine ; 
And even as willing at thy feet I leave it. 
As others would ambitioufly receive it. 
Farewel, good King ; when I am dead and gone. 
May honourable peaces attend thy throne. {Exit Glo'fler. 

QjMzr. Why, now is Henry King, and Margaret Queen. 
And Humphry y Duke o{ Glo^fter, urarce himfelf. 
That bears fo fhrew'd a maim ; two pulls at once ; 
His lady banifh'd, and a limb lopt off : 
This ftaff of honour raught, there let it ftand. 
Where beft it fits to be, in Hemy^s hand. 

Suf. Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs his {prays ; 
Thus Eleanor^ s pride dies in her younger days. 

TorL Lords, let him go. Pleafe it your Majefty, 
This is the day appointed for the combat. 
And ready are th' appellant and defendant. 
The armourer and his man, to enter the lifts. 
So pleafe your Highnefs to behold the fight. 

Q^Mar, Ay, good my Lord ; for purpofely therefore 
Left I the court, to fee this quarrel try'd. 

K. Hemy. A'God's name, fee the lifts and all things fit ; , 
Here let them end it, and God guard the right ! 

TorA. I never faw a fellow worfe beftead. 
Or more afraid to fight, than is th' appellant. 
The fervant of the armourer, my Lords. 

Enter at one door the armourer and bis neighbours^ drinking 
to himfo much 9 that he is drunk ; and he enters ijuith a 
drum before him^ and his ftaff nvith a fond-bag faftened 
to it (6) ; and at the other door his man^ <with a drum 
and fand'bagy and ^prentices drinking to him, 

I Neigh, Here, neighbour Hornery I drink to you in 

a cup 

(6) Whb a Sand'hag faflintd to ir.] As, akCcoi^\ii% A^ ^^^ ^^ 
Laws of Duds, Knights iveic to fight vf\t\x ikc \^'4XA% ^lA ^^«t^^ 
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acupoffack; and fearnot, neighbottr, yoa ihall dfo 
well enough. 

2 Ntzgb. Ajdd here, neighbour, here's a cup of 
charneca. 

3 NeigJ^, And here's a pot of good do«blcr beer, neigh- 
bour ; drink; and fear not yoor man. 

Jrm. Let it come, i'faith, and I'll pledge yoa all ; 
and a fig for Peter. 

' I Pren. Here, Peter, 1 drink to thee^ and be not 
afraid. 

. 2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy matter ;: 
fight for the credit of the 'prentices. 

Peter. I thank you all ; drink, and pray for me, I 
pray you ; for, I think, I have taken my laft draught 
in thiss world. Here, RoBin : if I die, I give thee my 
aj)ron j and, JVill, thou (halt have my hammer ; and 
here, Tom^ take all the money that I have. O Lord, 
blefs n*e I pray God ; for I am never able to deal with 
my mafter, he hath learn'd fo much fence already* 

Sal. Come, leave your drinking^ and fall to blows. 
Sirrah, what's thy name ? 
Peter. Peter, forfooth. 
Sal. Peter ? what more I 
Peter. Thump. 

SaL Thump ? Then fee thou thump thy mafter well. 
Jrm, Matters, I am come hither as it were upon my 
man's inftigation, to prove him a knave, and myfelf an 
honeft min : and touching the Duke ofTork, I will take 
my death I neVer meant him any ill, nor the King, nor 
the Queen ; and therefore, Peter, have at thee with a 
downright blow. 

Tork. Difpatch : this knave's tongue begins to double. 
Sound trumpets ; alarum to the combatants. 

\Tbty fight, and Vtltrfirikes him do^n. 

lo tho(^ of lAfcrior Rank fought with an Ebm Staff or Battoco, to 
•the faither End of which 'was fixed a Bag crammed hard with Sand. 
To this Cuf^om Hudibrai has alluded in thefe humorous Lines : 

jS'j^/rg'V wt'/S Money-bagSy as told 

^ Men wttb SMBd'bag/i did tfM. Mt. ?K*rWTton* 

Arm* 
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Arrft, Hold^ P^ttr^ hold ; I confefs, I confeii treafon. 

York^ Take away hi^ weapon ; fellow, thank God^ 
and the good wine in thy mailer's way. 
'" Peter, O God, have I overcome mine enemy in this 

prefenjce I 
O Peter^ thou haft prevail'd in right. 

R. Henry n Go, take hence that traitor from our iight^ 
For by-his death we do perceive his guilt. 
And God in juftice hath reveal'd to us 
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow. 
Which he had thought to murder wrongfully. 
Come, fellow, follow us for thy re\yard. {Exeunu 

S C E N E^ the STREET. 
Enter Duke Humphry and hit Men^ in mourning Cloaks* 

Gle, ^TT^Hus ibmetimes hath the brighteft day a cloud ^ 

X And, after fummer, evermore fucceeds 
The barren winter with his nipping cold ; 
So cares and joys abound, as feafons Heet. 
Sirs, what's a-clock ? 

Seru, Ten, my Lord. 

Glo. Ten is the hour that was appointed me. 
To watch the coming of my punifh'd Dutchefs r 
Unneath may (he endure the flinty ftrects. 
To tread them with her tender-feeling feet. 
Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind a-orook 
The abjeft people gazing on thy face. 
With envious looks ftill laughing at thy fhame f 
That erft did J||l6w thy proud chariot-wheels. 
When thou didft ride in triumph thro' the ftreetffr 
But foft ! I think, fhe comes ; and I'll prepare 
My tear-ftain'd eyes to fee her miferic9» 
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Enter the Dutche/s in a ivhite Sheets and a Taper burning in 
her handy ifjith Sir John Stanley, a Sheriff and Officers, 

$er. So pleafe your Grace, we'll take her from the 
Sheriff. 

Glo, No, ftir not for your lives, let her pafs by. 

Elean, Come you, my Lord, to fee my open ihame ? 
Now thou dofl penance too. Look, how they gaze I 
See, how thd giddy multitude do point. 
And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thee ! 
Ah, Glo'/er, hide thee from their hateful looks ; 
And in .thy clofet pent up, rue my fliame. 
And ban our enemies, both mine and thine. 

Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell; forget this grief. 

Elean. Ah ! Glo^ftery teach me to forget myfelf : 
For whilft I think 1 am thy marry 'd wife. 
And thou a Prince, Protedor of this land ; 
Methinks, I fhould not thus be led along, 
MaiPd up in fhame, with papers on my back ; 
And followed with a rabble, that rejoice 
To fee mj^ tears, and hear my deep-fetchM groans. 
The ruthlefs flint doth cut my tender feet ; 
And when I ftart, the cruel people laugh : 
And bid me be advifed how I tread. 
Ah ! Humphry y can I bear this fhameful yoak ? 
Trow'ft thou, that e'er I'll look upon the world. 
Or count them happy, that enjoy the fun ? 
No : dark fhall be my light, and night my day. 
To think upon my pomp, .fhall be my hell. 
Sometime I'll fay, I am Duke Humphrys wife. 
And he a Prince, and ruler of the land : 
Yet fo he rul'd, and fuch a Prince he was. 
That he flood by, whilfl I, his forloriTDutcheft, 
Was made a wonder and a pointing-flock 
To every idle, rafcal follower. 
But be thou mild, and blufh not at my fhame. 
Nor flir at nothing, till the ax of death 
Han^ over thee, as, fure, it fhortly will. 
J^orS^/f, (he that can do all in all 
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With her, that hateth thee and hates us all) i 
And Torki and impious Beaufordy that falfe prieft. 
Have all lim'd buines to betray thy wings 5 
And fly thoa, how thou canft, they*ll tangle thee : 
But fear not thou, until thy foot be fnar*d. 
Nor never feek prevention of thy foes. 

Glc. Ah, Nelh forbear ; thou aimeft all awry. 
I muft offend, before I be attainted : 
And, had I twenty times fo many foes. 
And each of them had twenty times their power. 
All thefe could not procure me any fcathe. 
So long as I am loyal, true, and crimelefs. 
Woul<m have me refcue thee from this reproach ? 
Why, yet thy fcandal were not wip'd away ; 
But I in danger for the breach of law. 
Thy greateft help is quiet, gentle Nell: 
I pray thee, fort thy heart to patience ; 
Thefc few days' wonder will be quickly worn. 

Enter a Herald, 

Her, I fummon your Grace to his Majefty 's parliament 
holden at Bury^ the firH of this next month. 

Glo, And my confent ne'er afk'd herein before ? 
This is clofe dealing. Well, I will be there ; 

\Exit Herald. 
My Nellj I take my leave : and, matter Sheriff, 
Let not her penance exceed the King's commiffion. 

Sber, An't pleafe your Grace, here my commiffion Hays : 
And Sir John Stanley is appointed now. 
To take her with him to the Jfi of Man. 

Glo, Muft you. Sir Jobn^ protedl my lady here ? 

Stan, So am I giv'n in charge, may't pleafe your Grace. 

Glo, Entreat her not the worfe, in that I pray 
You ufe her well ; the world may laugh again j 
And I may live to do you kindnefs, if 
You do it her : and fo, Sir John^ farewel. 

Elean. What gone, my Lord, and bid me not farewel? 

Glo. Witncfs my tears, I cannot fta^ to {i^^k, 

\Exit Q\wx»e.^« 
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Elian. Art thoa gone too ? all coufi>rt go with thee! 
I^or 4oiic abides with me ; miy joy: it death : 
Death, at whofe name I oft have been afraid, 
Becaafe I wifh'd this world's eternity. 
Stanle^y I pr'ythee, go and take me hence^ 
I care not whither, for I beg no' favour ; 
Only .convey me where thoii art commanded. 

Stan. Why, Madam, that is to the J/k of Man ; 
There to be us'd according to your ftate. 

Elegn. That's bad enough, for I am but reproach r. 
And fhall I then be us'd reproachfully ? 

Btan, No ; like a Dutchefs, and Duke Humphtyh lady^ 
According to that ftate you fhall be us'd. 

Elean. Jheriff, farewel, and better than I fare j 
Although thou haft been condu<^ of my ihame. 

Sher, It is my office ; madam, pardon me. 

Elean. Ay, ay, farewel; thy office is difcharg'd. 
Come, .St^^y^ fiiall we go } 

Stan, Madam, your penance done, throw off this fhect. 
And go we to attirtyou for our journey. 

Elean. My ihame will not be Ihifted with my Iheet : 
j^^o, it will hang upon my richeft robes. 
And fhew itfelf, attire me how I can. 
Go, lead the way, I long to fee my prifon. [Exeunt .r 



KC^ 



King H E N R Y VI. 41 



ACT III. 

S C E N E, tf/ Bury. 

Etaer Kif^ Henry, S^ueen^ Cardinal Suffolk, York, 
BuckmghAm, Salifbury end Warwick, U tht 
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IMafe, my hati of Glo^Jltr is not cox&et 
*Tii not his wont to be the hindmoft man, 
Whate'er occafion keeps him from as now. 

CXiJAar* Can yoo not fee? or will 70U not obfenrl^ 
The ftrangenefs of his alter'd countenance ? 
With what a majefly he bears himfelf. 
How infolent ef late he is become,. 
How pereinptory and unlike himfelf ! 
We know the time, itnce he was miM and afable % 
And, if we did but glance a far-off look. 
Immediately he was upon his knee ; 
That all the court admir*d him for fubmiffion^ 
But meet him now, and be it in the morn. 
When ev'ry onfe will give the time of day, 
He knits his brow and fliews an angry eye %, 
And pafTeth by with ftifF unbowed knee, 
Difdaining duty that to us belongs. 
Small curs are not regarded, when they gWn ; 
But great men tremble, when the lion roars % 
And Humphry is no little man in England, 
Firft note, that he is near you in defcent ; 
And, (hould you fall, he is the next will mounts 
Me feemeth then, it is no policy, 
(Refpeding what a ranc*rous mind he bears. 
And his advantage following your deceafe) 
That he fhould come about your royal ^ttfati^ 
Or be admitted, to your HighncCs* coutvcW. 
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By flatt'ry hath he won the common hearts : 

And when he'll pleafe to make commotion, 

•Tis to be fear'd, they all will follow him. 

Now 'tis the fpring, and weeds are fhallow-rooted. 

Suffer them now, and they'll o'er grow the garden ; 

And choak the herbs for want of hufbandry. 

The reverent care, I bear unto my Lord, 

Made me colledl thefe dangers in the Duke. 

If it be fond call it a woman's fear : 

Which fear, if better reafons can fupplant, 

I will fubfcribe, and fay, I wrong'd the Duke. 

My Lords of Suffolk, Buckingham^ and T^i, 

Reprove my allegation if you can ; 

Or elfe conclude my words effe6luaL 

Suf. Well hath your highnefs feen into this Duke* 
And, had I hrft been put to fpeak my mind, 
I think, I fhould have told your Grace's talc. 
The Dutchefe, by his fubomation. 
Upon my life, began her deviliih pradliccs : 
Or if he were not privy to thofc faults. 
Yet, by reputing of his high defcent. 
As next the King he was fucceffive heir. 
And fuch high vaunts of his nobility. 
Did inftigate the bedlam brain-iick Dutchefs 
By wicked means to frame our fov 'reign's fall. 
Smooth runs the water, where the brook is deep ; 
And in his iimple fhew he harbours treafon. 
The fox barks not, when he would fteal the lamb* 
No, no, my fov'reign j Glo*fler is a man 
Unfounded yet, and full of deep deceit. 

Car. Did he not contrary to form of law, 
Devife flrange deaths for fmall offences done ? 

Tork, And did he not, in his protedlorfhip. 
Levy great fums of money through the realm 
For foldiers pay in France^ and never fent it ? 
By means whereof, the towns each day revolted. 

Buck. Tut, thefe are petty faults to faults unknown ; 
Which time will bring to light in fmooth Duke Humphry* 

K.A^jiuy. My Lords f at once, the care you have of us. 
To mow down thorns that would annoy out foot. 
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Is worthy praife; but fhall I fpeak my confci«ncef 

Our kinfinan Glo^fter is as innocent 

From meanine treafon to our royal perfon. 

As is the fucking lamb or harmlefs dove : 

The duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given 

To dream on evil, or to work my downfall. 

Q^Mar, Ah ! what's more dang'rous than this fond 
affiance ? 
Seems he a dove ? his feathert arc but borrowed ; 
For he's difpofed as the hateful Raven. 
Is he lamb ? his ikin is, furely, lent him ; 
For he's inclin'd as is the ravenous wolf. 
Who dannot ileal a (hape, that mean's deceit ? 
Take heed, my Lord ; the welfare of us all 
Hangs on the cutting fhort that fraud(ul man. 

Enter Somerfet. 

Som. All health unto my gracious Sovereign ! 

lL,Hen.'Wt\zomt^ljoriiSomerfeiyffhzi news fromFrance^ 

Sam. That all your int'reft in thofe territories 
Js utterly bereft you ; all is loft. 

K. Heftty, Cold n.ews. Lord Somerfet j but God's will 
be done ! 

York^ Cold news for me : for I had hope of France, 
As firmly as I hope for fertile England, 
Thus are my bloifoms biased in the bud. 
And caterpillars eat my leaves away. 
But I will remedy this gear ere long. 
Or fell my title for a glorious grave, \AJidi* 

Enter Gloucefter. 

Glo. All happinefs unto my Lord the King ! 
Pardon, my Liege, that I have Haid fo long. 

Suf. Nay, Gld'ftery know, that thou art come too ibon, 
Unlefs thou wert more loyal than thou art ; 
I do arreft thee of high treafon here. 

GIo, Well, Suffolk^ yet thou (halt not fee me blufh. 
Nor change my countenance for tVds Axtt4.\ 
A heart unfpottcd is not cafily daxxnt^d* 
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The pureft fpring is not fo free from mud. 
As I am clear from treafon to my Sovereign* 
Who can accufe me ? wherein am I guilty ? 

York, 'Tis thought, my Lord, that you took bribe of 
France, 
And, being protedor, ftaid the foldier^' pay ; 
By means whereof his highnefs hath loft Frana*, 

Glo. Is it but thought fo ? what are they, that think it? 
I never robb'd the foldiers of their pay, 
Nor ever had one penny bribe from France, 
So help me God ! as I have watchM the night. 
Ay, night by night, in ftudving good for England* 
That doit that e'er I wrefted from the King, 
Or any groat I hoarded to my ufe. 
Be brought againft me at my trial day ! 
No ; many a pound of my own proper ftore^ 
Becaufe I would not tax the needy commons^ 
Have I difpurfed to the ^arrifons. 
And never afked for refhtution.^ 

Car, It ferves you well, my Lord, to fay fo mu^. 

Glo. I fay no more than truth, fo help me God I 

Tork, In your proteftorihip you did devife 
Strange tortures for offenders, never heard of; 
ThsLt England was defam'd;by tyranny. 

G/<9.Why, 'tis well known, that, whiles I was protedor,^ 
pity was all the fault that was in me : 
For I ihould melt at an oFender^s tfar&$ 
And lowly words were ranfom for their fault : 
Unlefs i^ were a bloody murderer. 
Or foul felonious thief that fleec'd poor paflengers,. 
I never gave them condign puniihment. 
Murder, indeed, that bloody fin, I torturM 
Above the felon, or what trefpafs elfe. 

Su/, My Lord, thefe faults are eafy, quickly anfwer'd; 
But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge. 
Whereof ycUi cannot cafily purge yourfelf. 
I do arreft you in his Highnefs name. 
And here commit you to my Lord Cardinal 
Th keep, uatil your further time of trial. 
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K. Henry, My Lord of Glo^ftery 'tis my ipecial hope. 
That you will clear yourfelf from all fufpicion ; 
My confcience tells me, you are innocent. 

Glo, Ah, gracious Lord, thefe days are dangerous ; 
Virtue is choak'd with foul ambition, 
And charity chas'd hence by Rancour's hand ; 
Foul fubornation is predominant, 
And equity exiPd your Highnefs' Land. 
1 know, theii* complot is to have my life : ' 
And, if my death might make this ifland happy. 
And prove the period of their tyranny, 
I would expend it y/ith all willingnefs. 
But mine is made the prologue to their play: 
For thoufandf more, that yet fufpeft no peril. 
Will not conclude their plotted tragedy. 
- Beaufor^s red fparkling eyes blab his heart's malice. 
And SuffhlPs cloudy brow his^llormed hate ; 
Sharp Buckingham unburdens with his tongue 
The envious load that lies upon his heart : 
And, dogged York, that reaches at the moon, 
Whofe over- weening arm I have pluck'd back. 
By falfc acctxfe doth level at my life. 
And you my fovereign lady, with the reft, 
Caufelefs have laid difgraces on my head ; 
And with your beft endeavours have ftirr'd up, 
My liefeft Liege to be mine enemy : 
Ay, all of you have laid your heads together ; 
(Myfelf had notice of your conventicles) 
And all to make away my guiltlefs life. 
I Ihall not want falfe witnefs to condemn me. 
Nor ftore of treafons to augment my guilt : r 
The antient proverb will be well efFeded, 
Aftaffis quickly found to beat a dog. 

Car* My Liege, his railing is intolerable. ■ 
If thofe, that care to keep your royal perfon 
From treafon's fecret knife and traitor's rage. 
Be thus upbraided, chid and rated at. 
And the offender granted fcope of fpeech, 
*Twxliimakc them cool in zeal uuto 70UX GtSLCit. 
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Suf. Hath he not twit our fovcreign lady here 
With ignominious words, though darkly coucht? 
As if me had fuborned fome to fwear 
Falfe allegations, to overthrow his ftate. 

Q^Mar, But I can give the lofcr leave to chide. 

Glo, Far trufcr fpokc, than meant ; I lofe, indeed ; 
Befhrew the winners, for they play'd me falfe ; 
And well fuch lofers may have leave to fpeak. 

Buck, He'll wreft the fenfe, and hold us here all day^ 
Lord Cardinal, he is your prifoner. 

Car, Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him fure* 

Glo. Ah, thus King Henry throws away his crutch. 
Before his legs be firm to bear his body ; 
Thus is the Siepherd beaten from thy lide ; 
And wolves are gnarlirg, who (hall gnaw thee firft. 
Ah, that my fear were falfe ! ah^ that it were ] 
For, good King Henry ^ thy decay I fear. [Exit ^tutn/e^. 

}L,Henry. My Lords, what to your wifdom feemeth beft. 
Do or undo, as if ourfelf were here. 

QJI/^.What, will your Highnefs leave the Parliament? 

K. Hen, Ay, Margaret ; my heart is drown'd with grief, 
Whofe flood begins to flow within my eyes; 
My body round engirt with mifery : 
.For what's more miferable- than difcontent i 
Ah,^ uncle Humphry ! in thy face I fee 
The map of honour, truth, and loyalty ; 
And yet, good Humphry, is the hour to come. 
That e'er I prov'd thee falfe, or fear'd thy faith ; 
What low'ring ftar now envies thy eftate ? 
That thefe great Lords, and Margaret our Qgeen^ 
Do feck fubverfion of thy harmlefs life. 
That never did ft them wrong, nor no man wrong. 
J\nd as the butcher takes away the calf. 
And binds the Wfetch, and beats it when it ilrives, (7} 

(7) And asthe Butcher takes a*way the calf. 

And hinds the wretch, and beats it when it ftrays.J But how 
-can it firay, when it is hound f* The Poet certainly intended, when 
it ^rives 5 i. e. when it ilruggles to get loofc. And fo he €lic- 
'Mrhcrc employs this Word. Dr. Thtrlby^ 
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taring it to the bloody flaaghter-hoafe : 
iiven fo, remorflefs, have they borne him hence. 
And as the dam runs lowing up and down. 
Looking the way her harmlefs young one went. 
And can do nought but wail her darling lofs : 
Even fo myfelf bewail good Glo*Jier*s cafe 
With fad unhelpful tears ; and with dim'd eyti 
Look after him, and cannot do him good : 
So mighty are his vowed enemies. 
His fortune's I will weep, and *tv/ixt each groan 
Say, who's a traitor ? Glo^fter he is none. [Exit, 

Q^Mar* Free Lords, cold fnow melts with the fun's 
hot beams. 
Henry my Lord is cold in great affairs. 
Too full of foolifli pity ; GWfter*% (hew 
Beguiles him as the mournful crocodile 
With forrow fnares relenting paflen^ers : 
Or as the fnake, roll'd in a nowry j>ank. 
With fliining checkered dough, doth fling a child 
That for the beauty thinks it excellent. 
Believe me, Lords; were none more wife than I, 
(And yet herein 1 judge my own wit good) 
This G/^^^i-r fhould be quickly rid the world. 
To rid us from the fear we have of him. 

Car, That he fhould die, is worthy policy ; 
But yet we want a colour for his death : 
'Tis meet, he be condemn 'd by courfe of law. 

Buf, But, in my mind, that were no policy; 
The King will labour ftill to fave his life, 
The commons haply rife to fave his life. 
And yet we have but trivial argument. 
More than miftruft, that (hews him worthy death/ 

York, So that, by this, you would not have him die.,. 

Buf, Ah, Yorky no man alive fo fain as I. 

York. 'Tis York J that hath more reafon for his death. 
But, my Lord Cardinal, and you, my Lord of Suffolk^ 
Say as you think, and fpeak it from your fouls : 
Wer!t "not all one, an empty eagle were fet 
To ^uard the chicken from 3l waxv^rj VI\\r^ 
As place Dufae Humphry for tSaft "Satv^^ ^\^\.^^^t\ 
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Q^Mar. So the poor chicken fhould be fure of death. 

Suf, Madam, 'tis true ; and wer't not madnefs, then. 
To make the fox furveyor of the fold ? 
Who being accus'd a crafty murderer. 
His guilt fhould be but idly pofted over, 
Becaufe his purpofe is not executed. 
No ; l^t him die, in that he is a fox. 
By nature prov'd an enemy to the flock ; 
Before his chaps be ftain'd with crimfon blood. 
As Humphry prov'd by reafons to my Liege ; 
And do not ftand on quillets how to flay him : 
Be it by ginns, by fnares, by fubtilty. 
Sleeping or waking, 'tis no matter how. 
So he be dead ; /or that is good deceit 
Which mates him iirft, that firfl intends deceit. 

Q^Mar, Thrice-noble Suffolky 'tis refolutely fpoke. 

Suf, Not refolute, except fo, much were done ; 
For things are often fpoke, and feldom meant : 
But that my heart accordeth with my tongue^ 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 
And to preferve my Sovereign from his foe. 
Say but the word, and J will be his prieil. 

Car, But I would have him dead, my hor 6. of Suffolky 
Ere you can take due orders for a priefl : 
Say you confent, and cenfure well the deed. 
And I'll provide his executioner, 
i tender fo the fafety of my Liege, 

Suf. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy doing* 

Q^Mar, And io fay L 

lorki And I : And now we three have fpoke it. 
It (kills not greatly, who impugns our doom. 

Enter a Poft. 

Pofi. Great Lords, from Ireland am I come amain, 
^0 fignify that Rebels there are up. 
And put the Englijhmen unto the fword : 
Send fuccours. Lords, and ftop the rage betimes 
JBcfore the wound do grow incurable j 
-^or bcjn^^reenj there is great hope of \it\^. 
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tkir* A breach, that craves a quick expedient flop I 
What couiifel give you in this weighty caufe ? 

TorJ^. That Somerfet be fent a regent thither : 
*Ti« meet, that lucky ruler be employed : 
Witnefs the fortune he hath had in France.^* ■ ■' 

Som, If Tork^ with ^1 his far-fctch'd policy. 
Had been the regent there inftead of ttie,^ 
"He never would have ftaid in France fo long, 

Ybrk. No, not to lofe it all, as thou haft done : 
I rather would have loll my life betimes. 
Than bring a burden of diflionour home. 
By ftaying there fo long, till all were loft. 
Shew me one fear, charadler'd on thy (kin : 
Men's flefh preferv'd fo whole, do feldom win* 

Q^M^r. Nay then, this ipark will prov« a raging fire. 
If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with : 
No more, good Tork ; fweet Somerjet^ be ftill. 
Thy fortune, York^ hadft thou been regent there. 
Might hap oily have prov'd for worfe than his. 

York, WMt, worfe than nought ? nay, then a ihame 
take all! 

5om, And, in the number, the« that wifiieft fhame ! " 

Car. My Lord of Yorky try what your fortune isj 
Th' uncivil kerns of Ireland are in arms, 
And temper clay with blood oi EngUJhtnen. 
To Ireland will you lead a band of men, 
CoUefted choicely from each county fome. 
And try your hap again ft the /r//^^»/* 

York, I will, my Lord, fo pkafe his Majefty* 

Suf, Why, our Authority is his confent j 
And what we do eftablifh, he confirms; 
Then, noble Yorky take thou this talk in hand. 

York, I am content : provide me foldiers, Lordj> 
Whilft I take order for mine own affairs. 

^uf, fi. charge. Lord York, that I will fee pcrform*d : 
But now return we to the falfe Duke Humphry. 

Car. No more of him ; for I will deal with him# 
That henceforth he fhall trouble us no more ; 
And fo break oS: the day i$ almoft {pent \ 
Loid SuJffM, you and I muft talk of \ix3X^x^X% 
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Torit. My Lord of Suffhlky within fourteen da/^ 
At Briftol I expert my foldiers ; 
For there 1*11 fhip them all for Ireland* 

&uf. I'll fee it truly done, my Lord of Tork. [£r^ 

Manet York. 

York. Now, Torki or never, ftcel thy fearful thou^. 
And change miidoubt to fefolution : 
Be that thou hop'il to be, or what thou art 
Kefign to death, it is not worth th' enjoying : 
Let pale-fac'd fear keep with the .mean-born man, 
^ And find no harbour in a royal heart. 

Fafter-than fpring time(how'rs,comes thought onthougl: 
And sot a thought, but thinks on dignity. 
My brain, more bufy than the laboring fpider. 
Weaves tedious fnares to trap mine enemies. 
Well, Nobles, well ; 'tis politickly done. 
To fend me packing with an hoft of men i 
I fear me, you but warm the ftarved SnaKe, 
■ Who, cherifh'd in your breaft, will fting your hearts 
*Twas men I lack'd, and you will give them me ; 
I take it kindly: yet be wellafTur'd, 
You put (harp weapons in a mad-man's hands, 
Whilft I in IreUmd nourifh a mighty band, 
1 will ftir up in England fome black ftorm. 
Shall blow ten thoufand fouls to heav'n or helL 
And this fell tempefl fhall not ceafe to rage. 
Until the gcdden circuit on my head, 
(Like to the glorious fun's tranfparent beams,) 
Do calm the fury of this mad-brain'd flaw. 
And, for a minilter of my intent, 
i have feduc'cl a headftrong Kentijb man, 
John Cade oi AJhford, 

To make commotion, as full well he can. 
Under the tide of John Mortimer* 
In Ireland have I feen this flubborn Cade 
Oppofe himitii againfl: a troop of kerns ; 
And fought fo iong, till that kis tWi^Vis wtk dartf ^ 
KV/-C sdoXQ&likc a iharp-quiiVd -poicupVD&x 
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And) in the end being refcu'd, I have foott 

Him caper upright like a wHd Morifco, ^ 

Shaking the bloody dar.ts> as he his bells. 

Full often, like a (hag hair'd crafty kern^ 

Hath he converfed with the enemy ; 

And undifcover'd coipe to me again. 

And giv*n me notice of their viUanies. 

This devil here ihall be my fublUtate^ 

For that ^oim Mortmer, which now iis dead. 

In face, m gait, in fpeech he doth refemble. « 

By this, I mall perceive the Commons' mind f 

How they affedt tne houfe and claim of TorJt. 

Say, he be t^ken, rack'd and tortured ; 

J know, no pain, they can inflid upon him^ 

Will make him iay, I mov'd him to thofe arms. 

Say, that he thrive ; as 'tis great like, he will ; 

Why, then, from Ireland come I with my ftrength. 

And reap the harvefl which that rafcal fow'd ; 

For Humfbp being dead, as he fhall be. 

And Henry ^Mt a-part, the next for me. [£xii, 

' S C E N Ej an Apartment In the Pahce. 

£nter two or three^ running o*ver the Stage, from the 
murder of DtSie Humphry. 

i.TJ UN to my Lord K^i Suffolk ; let him know, 
J[\. We have difpatch'd the Duke, as he commanded. 
2. Oh, that it were to do ! what have we done ? 

DidH ever hear a man fo penitent ? 

Enter Suffolk. 
I. Here comes my Lord. 

Suf Now> Sir, have you difpatch'd this thing \ 
I. Ay, my good Lord, he's dead. 
"Suf Why, that's well faid. Go, get you to my houfe; 
I will reward you for this vent'roui deed : 
The King and all the Peers are here at hand.— — 
Have yoM laid fair the bed ? are siW l3[^iv^^ ^^^ 
According as I gave ^UurcSioMl 
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I . Yes, my good Lord. 

Suf. Away, begone.' [Exeunt Murderers'. 

Enter King Heiiry, tke ^ueen, Cardinal, Somerfet, luitJlf 
Attendants, 

K. Henry, Go, call our Uncle to our prefence ftrait : 
Say, we intend to try his Grace to-day. 
If he be guilty, as 'tis publifhed. 

Suf. 1*11 call him prefently, my noble Lord. \Exit^ 

K. Henry, Lords, take your places : and, I pray you all. 
Proceed no ftraiter Vainft our uncle Glofter^ 
fhan from true evidence, of good efteem, 
H« be approved in pradtice culpable. 

Q^Mar, God forbid, any malice fliould prevail, 
That faultlefs may condemn a nobleman I 
Pray God, he may acquit him of fufpicion ! 

S., Henry. I thank thee: Well, thefe words content mc 
much. (8) 

Enter Suffolk. 

. How now ? why look'il thou pale ? why trembleft thou ? 
Where is our Uncle ? wh^t is the matter, Suffolk? 

(S) 7 fbank thee, Nell, theje words content me mucb,^ This is 
King Henry z Reply to his Wife Mmrgaref* Our Poet, I remember, 
in his King John, makes Faulconbridge the Baflard, upon his fixh 
il-epping into Hoqour, fay, that he will fiudy to forget his old Ac- 
quaintance ; 

Andifhh.NameheCtor%^, F/t cati bim^ttzr; 

For new-made Honour doth forget Mem Names, 
But, furely, this is wide of King Henry^s Cafe ; and it can be no 
Reafon why he fliould frfrgct his own Wife*j Name j and calJ her 
JVtf//inftyd of Margaret. As the.Chartgc of a fingle Letter fcts all 
jight, I am willing to fuppofe it can>e from his Pen thus j 

/ thank tf?ee : Well, tbefe fiords content mt much, 

" King Henry was a Prince of great Piety and Meeknefs, a frcat 

• Lover of his VnckGiouee/i§r, vfhom his Nobles were rigidly perfe- 

cuting : and to whom he fufpefted the Q^^een bore no very good 

1i^/// In her Heart : But finding her, beyond his hopes, fpeak fo 

cand/djyin the Duke's Cafe, he js mightily COinfot\t4 *n^ coi\XttSX^ 

^^'acrJjnpartiHl Seeming. 

: . Suf, 
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Suf. Dead in his bed my Lord ; GWjitr is dead. 

Q^Mar. Marry, God forefeiid ! 

Car. God's fecret judgment : I did dream to-night. 
The Duke was dumb, and could not fpeak a word. 

[King yhvocHs. 

QMar, How fares my Lord ? help. Lords, the Kin|j 
is dead. 

Som. Rear up kis body, wring him 1)y the npfe. 

Q^M. Run, go, help, help : oh, Henry ^ ope thine eye«. 

Suf, He doth revive again ; Madam, be patient^ 

K.Henry. O heavenly God! 

Q^Mar. How fares my gracious Lord ? 

^«^. Comfort, my Sovereign ; gracious Henry^oomiotU 

K. Hen. What, doth my Lord of Suffolk comfort me ? 
Game he right now to iing a raven's note, 
Whofe difmal tune bereft my vital pow'rs : 
And thinks he, that the chirping of a wren. 
By crying comfort from a hollow breaft. 
Can chaie away the firfl-conceived found ? 
Hide not thy poifon with fuch fugar*d words ; 
Lay not thy hands on me ; forbear, I fay ; 
Their touch affrights me as a ferpent's fling. 
Thou baleful meuenger, out of my fight ! 
Upon thy eye-balls murd'rous tyranny 
Sits in grim majefly to fright the world. 
Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding ! 
Yet do not go away; come, bafilifk; 
And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight : 
For in the fhade of death I fhall find joy; 
In life, but double death, now Glo'fier^ dead. 

Q^Mar. Why do you rate* my Lord of Siiffalk thus ? 
Although the Duke was enemy to him. 
Yet he, roofl chriflian-like, laments his death. 
And for myfelf, foe as he was to me. 
Might liquid tears, or heart-offending groans. 
Or blood -confuming fighs recall his life ; 
I would be blind with weeping, fick with groans. 
Look pale as primrofe with blood-drinking f^^h.^> 
'And aJJ to have the noble Duke aY\\e» 
What know I, how the world mav J^^xbl ol m^"^ ^ 
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For, it is known, wc were but hollow friends : 

It may be judged, I made the Duke away ; 

So Ihall my name with flander's tongue be wounded|> 

And princes* courts be flll*d with my reproach : 

This get I by his death : ah> .me unhappy I 

To be a Queen, and crown'd with inhimy. 

K, Jlenry. Ah, Woe i« me for Glo^fter^ wretched man t 
Q/Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than he is. 
What, doft thpu turn away and hide thy face ? 
I am no loathfome Leper j look on me. 
What, art thou like the adder waxen deaf? 
Be pois*no«s too, and kill thy forlorn Queen^ 
. Is all thy comfort (hut in Glo*fter^B tomb ? 
Why, then, dame Margcun was ne'er thy joy. 
£re6t his ftatue^ and do worihip to if. 
And make my image but an ale-honfe iigji* 
Was I for this nigh wreckt upon the fea. 
And twice by adverfe winds from Engltutd^s bank 
Drov€ back again unto my native clipie ? 
What bdaded this? hut well-forc-warnkig wind* 
Did feem to fay, feek not a fcbipxou's neft : 
Nor fet no footing on ^his unkind fhore. 
What did I then ? but curft the gentle gufts. 
And he that loos'd them from their brazen caves f 
And bid them blow towards EngUntTs blefled ihore. 
Or turn our ftern upon a dreadful rock : 
Yet ^»/«j would not be a murderer; 
But left that hateful office unto thee. 
The pretty vaulting fea refus'd to drown me ; 
Knowings that thou wouldft have me drown'd on fliore 
With tears as fait as fea, through thy unkindnefs. 
The fplitting rocks cowVd in the unking fahds. 
And would not dafh me with their ragged iides ; 
Bccaufe thv ilintv heart, more hard than they. 
Might in tny palace perilh Margaret, 
As far as I could ken the chalky cliffs. 
When from thy Ihore the tempeft beat us back, 
J Ao&a upon the hatches in the ftarm ; 
Jiad when the diflky Iky began to rob 
^^ e^rueH^gaping tight of thy I^adH WXVt 
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I took a coftly jewel ifroiii Ay neck, 

(A heart it was, boand in with diamonds,) 

'And threw it tow'rds thy Land ; the Tea receiir'd it. 

And fo, I wifh'd, thy body might my heart. 

And ev'n with this I loft fair England'^ view. 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart ; 

And call them blind and duiky fpedaclesy 

For lofing ken of Albion^ % wiihed Coaft. 

How often have I tempted Suffolk^s tongue 

(The agent of thy foul, inconltancy) 

To fit and witch me> as Afcanius did, (9) 

When he to madding Dido would unfold 

His father's afts,_ commenced in burning Trw? 

Am I not witcht like her ? or thou not falfe Uke him? 

Ah me, I can no more : die, Margaret ! 

For Henry weeps, that thou do*ft live fo long. 

Noi/e 'imtbin. Enter Warwick, Salilbury, and mm^ 
Commons, 

War. It is reported, mighty Sovereign, 
That good Duke Humphry traiteroufly is murder'd 
By SnffbMt and the Cardinal Beau/ords means : 
. The commons, like an angry hive of bees 
That want their leader, fcatter up and down ; 
And care not who they fting in their revenge. 

(9) To Jit and wztch me, as Afcanius did. 
When be to madding Dido nvould unfold 
His Father^ % ABs, commenc*d in burning Troy 5] ♦ 

The Poet here is unqueftionably alluding* to /^rg//, {Mneid. I ) but 
he ftrangcly blends ¥zGt with Fiaion. In tlie fir ft Place, it was 
Ctifidf in the Semblance of j^canius, who fet in Didf>*s Lap, and 
was fondled by her. But then it was n«t Cupid, who related to 
her the Procefs of Troy's Deflrudtion, but it was ^neas himfelf, who 
related this Hiftory. Again, how did the fuppofed Afeamus fit and 
m>atebhtx} Cu^V/ was ordered, while /)fJ(9 naiflakeoly careflfed him, 
to bewitch and infect her with Love. To this Circumftance tbo 
Poet certainly alludes ; and, unleis he had wrote, as I have reftoied 
Jo the Text ; 

. To Jit and witch me,- 

WbjritoaJd the Qoeen immediately dWLV t]ku«\t)JkxtXff% 

^^/mwkiih'dllAeberr ,, . 

C 4 ^^"^ 
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Myfelf have calxa'd their fpleenful mutiny^ 
Untifthey hear the order of his death. 

JL,Hen. That he is dead» good fTarwtck, 'ds too truo»- 
But how he died, God knows, not Henry : 
Soter his chanib«', view his breathleis corps^ 
And comment then upon his fudden death. . 

fTar, That I ihall do, my Liege: ^;ky, Sali/!»ury^ 
With the rude multitude, titl I return. [ Warwick ^^j/«. 

K.Hen.Qthou that>udgeft alUhings,ftaymy thoughts; 
My thoughts, that labour to perfuade my fout. 
Some violent hands wexe laid on Humphry\ lifg : 
If my fufpeft be falfe, forgive me, God ! 
For judgment only doth belong to thee. 
Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips. 
With twenty thonfand kifies, and to dfain 
Upon his face an ocemi of fait tears : 
To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk, 
And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling : 
But all in vain are thefe mean obfequies. 

[j^^^w/V/^Glo'lter's body put foriK 
And to fuiyey his dead and earthy image. 
What were it, but to make my forrow greater ? 

War, Come hither, gracious Sovereign, view this body. 

K. Henry. That is to fee how deep my grave is made : 
For, with his foul fted all my wordlv foTace ; 
For feeing him, I fee my life iu deatn. 

War. As furely as my foul intends to live 
With that dread King, that took our ftate upon him, 
To free us from his father's wrathful curfe, 
I do believe, that violent hands were laid 
Upon the life of this thrice-famed Duke. 
. $uf. jfi dreadful oath, fworn with a folemn tongue ! 
What inftance gives Lord Warwick for his vow. 

War. See, how the blood is fettled in his face. 
X)ft have I (cen a timely-parted gholl:,. 
Of afliy femblance, meager, pale, and bloodlefs 3 
Being all defcended to the lab'ring heart. 
Who, in the conflidt that it holds with death, 
Attradts the fame for aidance 'gainft th^ enemy ; 
W/iicIi with the hc^t there cool8> wvdiv^^tx i^tvxtxitx^x 
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To bluih and beautify the cheek again. 
But fee his face is black and fuU.of blood ; 
His eyes-balls farther out, than when he liv'd ; 
Staring full-gh»ftly, like a ftrangled man ; 
His hair up-rear'd, his noftrils ftretch'd with ftrugglinga 
His hands abroad difplay'd, as one that grafpt 
And tugg'd for life j and was by ftrength fubdu'd. 
Look on the fheets ; his hair, you fee, is flicking ; 
His well projportion'd beard made i;ongh and rugged. 
Like to the fummer's corn by tempeft lodg'd : 
It cannot be, but he was murder'd here : 
The leaft of all thefd figns were probable. 

Suf, Why, WarnuickyVf\iO ftiould do the Duke to death ? 
Myfelf and Beau/ord hzd him in protedlion; 
And we, I hope. Sirs, are no murderers. 

ffar. B\it both of you have vow'd duke Humphry* % deaths 
And you, ^orfooth, had the good Duke to keep : 
'Tis like, you would not feaft him like a friend ; 
And 'tis weir feen, he found an enemy. 

Q^Mar. Then you, belike, fufpeft thefe Noblemen, 
As guilty of Duke Humphry*s timclefs death. 

IVar. Who finds the heifer dead and bleeding freih, 
And fees fall by a butcher with an ax. 
But will fufneft, 'twas he that made the flaughter? 
Who finds the partidge in the puttock*s neft. 
But may imagine how the bird was dead. 
Although the kite foar with unbloodied b«ak ? 
Even fo fufpicious is this tragedy. 

QJl/^. Are you the hxitcYitrySuffolk? ^here's yj^ur knife? 
Is Beauford term'd a kite ? where are his tallons ? 

Suf^ I wear no knife to flaughter fleeping men ; 
But here's a 'vengeful fword, rufled with eafe. 
That fhall be fcour'd in his ranc'rous heart, " 
That flanders me with murder's crimfon badge. 
Say, if thou dar'fl, proud Lord of Warijoickp^irey 
That I am faulty in Duke Humphry^ s death. 

Jf^ar. What dares not ffaravick, if falfe Suffolk dsLVt him? 
Q^Mar, He dares not calm his contumelious f^irit, 
Norcedfe to be an arrogant conUoWtr, 

C 5 . "IVyi'iS*^ 
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Though Suffolk dare him twentv thoufand times. 

ff^an Madam, be ftill ; with fev'rence may I fay ; 
For every word, you fpeak in his behalf. 
Is ilander to your royal Dignity. 

Su/. Blunt- witted Lord, ignoble in demeanour. 
If ever lady wrong'd her Lord ib much. 
Thy mother took into her blameful bed 
Some flem untutorM churl : and noble flock 
Was graft with crab^tree flip, whofe fruit thou art ; 
And never of the Nevills* noble Race. 

War. But that the guilt of murder bucklers tbee^ 
And I fhould rob the death Vman of his fee. 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand (hames. 
And that my Sovereign's prefence makes me mild., 
I would, falfe murd'rous coward, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy paffed fpecch. 
And. fay, it was thy mother that thou meant'ft ;— * 
That thou thyfelf was born in baftardy : 
^nd, after all this fearful homage done. 
Give thee thy hire, and fend thy foul to hell, 
Berniciou* blood-fucker of fleeping men ! 

Suf. Thou ihalt be l»raking, while 1 flied thy blood. 
If from this prefence thou dar'ft go with me. 

IFar, Away ev'n now^ or I will drag thee hence ; 
Unworthy though thou art, I'll cope with thee; 
And do (ome fervice to I>\xke HumpJ^yh g^oft, [Exeunt^ 

K.//1 What flronger breaft plate tnan a heart untainted! 
Thrice is he arm'd, that hath his quarrel jufl ; 
And he but nakdl, (though lock'd up in flcel) . 
Whofe coofcience with injufticc is corrupted. 

l^A noift 'within^ 

C^ilfor. What noifc is this. 

JT/i/ar Suffolk and Warwick, ^hh their njceapotu draviu^ 

. K. Etnry. Why, how now. Lords ? your wrathful 

♦weapons drawn 
JTere ia oar prefence I dare you be fo bold ? 
^^/'s fvAac tumaltwius clamoui ki\« w« V«^^ 
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iuf. The traitorous fTarnvicA, with the men of Bwy, 
^t all upon me, mighty Sovereign. 

Enter Salifbury. 

SaL Sirs» ftand apart ; the King (hall know your mind. 
Dread Lord, the Commons fend you word by me, 
Unlefs Lord SuffaiA flrait be done to death. 
Or baniChed ^air EjigiamTs territories. 
They will by violence tear hir^i froik your Palace, 
And torture him with grievous lingruig death. 
They fay, by him the good Duke Hu^hry died ; 
They fay, in him they fear your Highn^s' death.] 
And mere* inftindt of love and loyalty, > 
(Free from a flubbom oppofite intent, \ 
As being thought to contradid your liking) . 
Makes them thus forward in his Baniihment. 
They fay, in care of your moft royal perfon^ 
That if your Highneis fhould intend to fleep. 
And charge that no man ihould difturb your reft. 
In pain of your diflike, or pain of death ; 
Yet, notwithftanding fuch a ftrait edift. 
Were there a ferpent feen with forked tongne, 
Thiat flily glided tow'rds your Majefty, 

. It were but necefTary you were wak'd ; 
Left, being fufFer'd in that harmful flnmber. 
The jnort^ worm might make the fleep eternal. 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid. 
That they will guard you whe*re you will or no. 
From fuch fell ferpents as faife Suplk is. 
With whofe invenomed and fatal fling 
Your loving Uncle, twenty times his worth. 
They fay, is fhamefully bereft of life. 

Commons imthin. An anfwer from the King, my Lord 
©f Salijbury. 

Sji/\ *Tis like, the Commons, rude unpolifti'd hindf > 
Could fend fuch meflage to their Sovereign : 
But you, my Lord, were glad to be employ^. 
To Ibew how queint an orator you att, 

Mtt- aU tbthoBxm Sali/kury b^tk >woti> 
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Is, that he was the Lord AmbaiTador 
Sent from a fort of tinkers to the King. 
. Within. An anfwer from the King, or we will al} 
break in. . 

K. Hewfy, Go, Salifiury, and tell them all from me, 
I thank them for their tendfer loving care ; 
And ha4 I not been cited fo do them, 
Yet did I purpofe as they by entreat : 
For, fure, my thoughts do hourly prophefy 
< Mifchance unto my State by Suffolk* z m«aiis. 
And therefore by his Majefty^ I fwear, 
Whofe far unworthy Deputy I am. 
He ihall not breath infedion in this air. 
But three Days longer, on the pain of death. 

Q^ Mar, Oh Henry let me plead for gentle Suffolk. 

K. Henry. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentk SuffolL 
No more, I fay : If thou doft plead for him. 
Thou wilt but add increafe unto my wrath. 
Had I but faid, I would have kept my word; 
But> when I fwear, it is irrevocable ; 
li after three days fpace thou here be'ft founds 
On any ground that I am ruler of. 
The world (hall not be ranfom for thy life. 
Come Warinjick ; come, good Warwick ; go with me ; 
1 have great matters to impart to thee. 

[Exeunt K. Henry, Warwick, l£c. 

Maneni Suffolk, and Queen. 

Q^Mar. Mifchance and forrow go along with you! 
Heart's Difcontent and four Afflidlion 
Be play-fellows to keep you company L 
There's two of you> the devil make a third. 
And threefold vengeance tqnd upon your fteps ! 

Suf. Ceafe, genUe Queen, thefe execrations; 
And let thy Suffolk takehis heavy leave. 

Qj^ Mar., Fy, coward woman, and foft-hearted wretch, > 
HaA thou not fpirit to curfe thine enemy ? 

4^///^. Ajflague upon$heml Wherefore ihouldlcujfethem? 
Would curies kill, sls doth the mandrake's groan, 
JwouJdiavcut as bitter fearching Utm»> 
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As curft, as harfh, and horrible to hear, 
Deliver'd ftrongly through ray fixed teeth. 
With full as many figns of deadly hate, 
As lean-fac'd envy in her loathfome cave. 
My tongue ftould ftumble in mine earned words. 
Mine eyes fhould fparkle like the beaten flint. 
Mine hair be fixt on end like one diftradt : 
Ay, ev'ry joint Ihould Teem to curfe and ban. 
And even now my burdened heart would break. 
Should I not curie them. Poifdn be their drink I 
Gall, worfe than gall, the daintieft meat they taile ! 
^ Their fweeteft (hado a grove of cyprefs trees ! 
Their chiefeft profpe^l murd'ring bafilifks I , 
Th^ir fofteft touch, as fmart as lizards* llings 
Their mufick frightful as the ferpent's hifsT 
And beading fcreech-owls make the concert full f 
All the foul terrors in dark feated hell 

QJ,lm\ Enough, {\yttt Suffolk^ thou torment*ft thyfelf ; 
And thefe dread curfes, like the fun *gainil glafs. 
Or like an over-chareed gun, recoil. 
And turn the force of them upon thyfelf. 

Suf, You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave ? 
Now, by the ground that I am banilh'd from. 
Well could I curfe away a winter's night. 
Though flanding naked on a mountain top. 
Where biting cold would never let grafi grow. 
And think it but a minute fpent in fport. 

Q^Mir.Oh', let me entreat thee ceafe; give me thy hand). 
That I may dew it with my mournful tears i 
Nor let the rain of heaven wet this^ place. 
To wa(h away my woful monuments. 
Oh, could this kifs be printed in thy hand. 
That thou might'ft think upon thefe by the fcal. 
Through whom a thoufand ilghs are breathed for thee. 
So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief; 
*TisT)ut furmis'd, whilft thou art landing by : 
As one that furfeits, thinking on a Want, 
I will repeal thee, or, be well aifuf'd, ** 
Adventure to be baniihed myfdf » 
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And banifhed I am, if but from thee. 

Go, fpeak not to me ; even now be gon e 

Oh, go not yet — Ev'n thus two friends condemn'd 

Embrace and kifs, and take ten thoufand leaves, 

Loather a hundred times to part than die : 

Yet now farewel, and farewel life with thee ! 

Su/. Thus is poor SiiffbUi ten times banifhed. 
Once by the King and three times thrice by thee. 
*Tis not the land I care for, wcrt thou hence ; 
A wildernefs is populous enough. 
So Suffolk had thy heav'nly company. 
For where thou art, there is the world itfelf j 
With ev'ry fev'ral pleafure in the world : 
And where thou art not, defolation. 
I can no more Live thou to joy thy life ; 

Myfelf no joy in aught but that thou liv'ft. 

Enter Vaux. 

CX^Mnr. Whither goes Fauxfo faft ? what news, I 
pr'ythce ? 

Faux. To fignify unto his Majefty, 
That Cardinal Beauford is at point of death : 
For fuddenly a grievoi^s ficknefs took him. 
That makes him gafp, and Hare, and catch the ai/. 
Blafphemine God, and Surfing men on eath^ 
Sometimes he talks, as if Duke Humphrf% ghoft 
Wer€ by his fide j fometimes, he calls the King \ 
And whifpers to his pillow, as to him. 
The fecrets of his over-charged foul : 
And I am fent to tell his Majefty, 
That even now he cries aloud for him. 

Q^Mar. Go tell this heavy meflag« to the King* 

\Exit Vaux* 
Ay me ? what is this world ? what news are theic ? 
But wherefore grieve I at an hour's po6r lofs, 
Omittine SuffoW% exile, my foul^s treafine ? 
Why ofKy^ Suffolk^ mourn I not for thee. 
And with the fouthern clouds contend in tears ? ^ 
^^eirs for the earth^s increafe ; mine for my forrowi, 
^^^ys^etthechcmcc} theiing>thoukiiovf'8t/\%^OT«3jL^ 
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K thou be found hj me, thou art but dead! 

Suf. If I depart from thee, I cannot liv» ; 
And in thy .fight to die, what were it elfc. 
But Hke a pleafant (lumber in thy lap ? 
Here could I breathe my ibul into the air. 
As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe 
Dying with mother's dug between its lips. 
Where, froift thy fight, I fliould be raging mnd. 
And cry out for thee to clofe up mine eyes ; 
To have thee with thy lips to flop my mouth : 
So, fhouldft thou cither turn my flying foul ; 
Or L fhould breathe it fo into thy body ; 
And then it liv'd in fweet Elyjinm^ 
To die by thee, were but to die in jeft ; 
From thee to die, were torture more than death 5 
Oh ! let me ftay, befal what may befal. 

Q^iWi^r. Away ; though parting be a fretful corroiiT©^ 
It is applied to a deathful wound. 
,To Franciy fweet Suffolk ; let me hear from thee t 
For wherefoc'er thou art in this world's globe, 
I'll have an Iris^ that (hall End thee out. 

Suf. I go. 

Q^il/tfr,. And take my heart with thee. 

Suf. A jewel lock'd into the woful'd cailLet 
l^at ever did contain a thing of worth. 
£ven as a fplitted bark,, fo funder we^ 
Thi:s way fall I to death. 

Q^Mar* This way for me. \Exewu fe^eraUf^ 

S C E N E, /A^ Cardinal BeMambir. 

inter Kmg Henry, Saliibury, and Warwick, to the 
Cardinal in Bed, 

£. HemyJTJ O W fares my Lord ? fpeafc, Beauferdy 

XTL to thy Sovereign. 
Cm-. If thou beeft death, I'll give t\iGiiEnglani*s treafure> 
Enough topurchafe fuch another lilatid, 
Sotbou wUt let jQte live^ aad feel no ^«ai. 
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K. Henry, Ah, what a fign it is of evil life. 
Where deaths approach is fecn fo terrible I 

War, Beauford, it is thy Sovereign fpeaks to thee. 

Car, Bring m? unto my Trial, when you will. 
Dy^xLhe not in hi3 bed ? where fhould he die ? 
Can I make men live whe're they will or no ?- 

Oh, torture me no more, I will confefs 

Alive ^ain ? then (hew me, where he is : 
I'll give a thoufand pound to look upon him 
He hath no eyes, the duft hath blinded them ; 
Comb down his hair ; look ! look ! it flands upright 
Like lime-twigs fet to catch my winged foul : 
Give me fome drink, and bid th' apothecary 
Bring the ftrong poifon that I bought of him. 

K. Henry, O thou eternal Mover of the heav'ns. 
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch ; 
Oh, beat away the bufy, medling, fiend. 
That lays ftrong liege unto this wretch's foul. 
And from his bofom purge this black defpair. 

War. See, how the pangs of death do make him grin \ 

SaL Difturb him not, let him pafs peaceably. 

K. Henry, Peace to his foul, if God's good pleafure be ! 
Iibrd Cardinal, if thou think'ft on heav'n's blifs. 
Hold up thy hand, make fignal of thy hope. 
He dies, and makes no fign ! O God, forgive him. 

War, So bad a death argues a monftrous life. 

K. Henry, Forbear to judge, for we are finners all. 
Clofe up his eyes, and draw the curtain clofe, > 
And let us all to meditation. [Exeunt. 
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A C T IV. 

SCENE, the Coaft of Kent. 

Ahrm. Fight, at Sea. Ordnance goes tff. EnUr 
Captain^ Whittnort, and other Pirates y w/VA Suffolk 
and other Prifoners. 

Captain. 

THE gaudy» blabbing, and remor&ful day 
Is crept into the boK>xn of the Tea : 
And now loud howling wolves aroufe the jades. 
That drag the tragick melancholy night ; 
Who with their drowfy, flow, and Having wingj( 
Clip dead men's graves ; and from their mifty jaws 
Breathe foul contagious darknefs in the air. 
Therefore bring forth the foldiers of our prize : 
For whilft our pinnace anchors in the Do-ivnsj 
Here (hall they make their ranfom on the fand ; 
Or with their blood ilain this difcolour'd fhore. 
Mafter, this prifoner freely give I thee; 
And thou, that art his mate, mako boot of this : 
The other, IValter Ifhitmare, is thy fhare. 

I Gent. What is my ranfom, mailer, let me know. 

Mitfi, A thoufand crowns, or elfe lay down your hea4i 

Mate. And fo much ihall you give, or off goes yours. 

fThtt. What, think you much to pay two thoufaivl 
crowns, 
.And bear the name and port of gentlemen ? 
Cvi^both the villains* throats, for die you fhall : 
Nor can thofe lives, which we have loft .in fight. 
Be counter-pofe'd with fucb a petty fum. 

1 Gent. I'll give it, Sir, and therefore fpare my life^ 

2 Gent. And fo will I, and write home for k ftr^ight, 
fThit. 1 loft mine eye in laying the prize aboard. 

And therefore, ^o revenge it, Ihalt iViou Ait \ \To ^>aSMC«^» 
Aad fo Okoiild tbcCc, if I mghl \iawmN ^iJCu 
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Cap. Be not fo rafh, take ranfoiiiy let him lire. 

Su/, lidok on my George^ I am a gentleman ; 
Kate me at what thou wUt, thou (halt be paid. ■ ■ ■■ 

Whit. And fo am I ; my naine is Walter Wbitmore. 
How now ? why ftart'flthou ? what, doth death affright ? 

Suf. Thy name aiFrights me, in whofe fouiid is d^th. 
A cunning man did calculate my birth, 
-And told me, that hy Water I ihould die : 
;Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded. 
Thy name is Gualticry being rightly founded. 

Whit. Gitakier Or Walter y which it is, I care not ; 
Ne'er yet did bafe dishonour blur oar name. 
But with our fword, we wip'd away the blot. 
Therefore, when merchant-like I fell revenge. 
Broke be my fword, my arms torn and defac'd. 
And I proclaim'd a coward through the world ! 

Bkf. Stay, Whitmore ; for" thy prifoncr is a Prince ; 
The Duke of Suffhlk, William de la Pole. 

Whit. The Dake of Suffolk mufBed up in rags ? 

Suf. Ay, but th^fc rags are no part of the Duke* 
yove fometimes went difguis'd, and why not 1 ? — 

Cap. But Jove was never ilain, as thou fhalt be. 

Suf. Ob(cure and lowly fwain. King Henryh blood. 
The honourable blood of Lancafter^ 
Muft not be ^t^ by fuch a jaded groom : 
Hafl thou not kifs^d thy hand, and held my flirrdp \ 
Bare-headed, plodded by my foot-cloth mule, 
And thought thee happy when I (hook my head ? 
How often haft thou waited at my cup. 
Fed from my trencher, kneePd down at the boards 
When I have feafted with Queen Margaret ? 
Remember it,, and let it make thee creft-falPn i ' 
Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride. %^'^ 

How in our voiding lobby haft thou ftood. 
And duly waited for my coming forth ? 
This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf. 
And therefore (hall it charm thy riotous tongue. 

WEit. Speak, Captain, ihall I ftab the forlorn fwain ? 
Cf^. FM let my words ilab him; as he hath me.. 
^4%< ^SMfeOsLve^ thy words areblxdfcf. wAfeutt^^^* 
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Cap, CoRTey him hence, and on our long-boat's fide^ 
Strike off his head. 

Suf. Theu dar*ft not for thy •wn. 

Cap, Poole^ 6ir Poole ? Lord ? 
Ay, kennel-;—— puddle— fink, whofe iilth and dirt 
Troubles the filver fpring where J?if^^«/drinks : 
Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth. 
For fwallowing up the treafure of the realm ; 
Thy lips, that kifs'd the Queen, fhall fweep the ground ; 
And thou, that fmil'dft at good Duke Humphry'^ death» 
Againft the fenfelefs winds (halt gria in vaio. 
Who in contempt fhall hifs at thee again. 
And wedded be thou to the hags of hell. 
For daring to affie a mighty Lord • 
Unto the daughter of a worthlefs ELinr, 
Having nor fubjed, wealth, nor diadem ! 
By deviliih policy art thou grown great, 
And« like ambitious SyUuj over-gorg'd 
With "gobbets of thy mother^s bleeding heart. 
By thee Atj9u and medne were fold to France ^ 
The falfe revolting Normans^ thorough thee, 
Difdain to call us Lord ; and Picardie 
Hath flain their governors, furpriz'd our Forts, 
And fent the ragged /bldiers wounded home. 
The princely Warwick^ and the Ne<vills all, 
(Whofe dreadful fwords were never drawn in vain) 
As hating thee, are rifing up in arms. 
And now the houfe o^Tork (thruft from the crown 
By fhamefttl murder of a eiiiltlefs King, 
And lofty proud incroachmg tyranny,) 
Burns with revenging fire ; whofe hopeful coloum 
Advance a half-fac'd Sun ftriving to fhine ; 
Under the which is writ, Imjitis nuMus, 
The Commons here in Kefit are up in arms : 
And to conclude, reproach, and beggary 
Is crept into the palace of our King, 
And all by thee. Away 1 convey him hence. ■ ■ . ■■ 

Suf. O, that I were a God, to fhoot forth thunder 
Upon the fe paltry, fer vile, ab]e& 4ru4%t^\ 
tmJJ tbingi make bafc men proud. T\j2a \^««i>c^v 
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Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more 

Than Bargulus the ftrong lUyrian Pirate. 

Drones fuck not eagles' bl<^od, but rob bee-hives. 

It is impoilible that I fhould die 

By. foch a lowly vaffal as thyfelf. 

Thy words move rage, and not remorfe, in me : 

I go of meffage from the Queen to France ; 

I charge thee waft me fafely crofs the channel. 

Cap, Walter 

Whit. Come, Suffolk^ I mufl waft thee to thv death. 

Suf^ Poena gelidus timor pccupat artus : it*s thee I tear. ( i o) 

W/?it. Thou (halt have caule to fear, before I leave thfee. 
"\yhat, are ye daunted now ? now will ye ftoop ? 

I Gent. My gr^ous Lord, intreat him ; fpeak him fair. 

Suf. Suffolk's imperial tongue is, flern and rough, 
Us'd to command, untaught to plead for favour. 
Far be it, we fhould honour fuch as thefe 
With humble fuit ; i^o ; rather let my head 
Stoop to the block, . than thefe knees bow to any» 
Save to the God of heav'n, and to my King ; 
And fooner dance upon a bloody pale. 
Than ftand uncovered to the vulgar groom. 
True nobility is e5:empt from fear ; 
More can I bear, than yoit dare execute. 

Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more ; 
Come, foldier«, fhew what cruelty ye can. 

Suf, That this my death may never be forgot, . 
Grfat men oft die by vile Bexenians. 
A Roman fworder and Banditto flave 
Murder'd fweet ^ully ; Brutus' baftard hand 
Stabb'd Julius Cafar ; favage Iflai^^ers 
Pompey the Great : And Suffolk dies by Pirates. 

[Exit Walter Whitmore, with Suffolk. 

Cap. And as for thefe, whofe ranfom we have fet, 

(lo) PiM gelidus timor oceupaf Mrtus.] Thus the ift Fo/rc Imprel- 

fion. Whence the Poet gleaned tjiis Hemijiicb, I do not know. 

'Tis certain, the firft Word is corrupted. I believc) I have reftored 

k, as it ought to be. Suffolk would fay, the Fear of that Pumjh^ 

mf»^, that Revenge, they were about to take m^h hLm> ^ut hit 

ii/mbs imto a cold trcmblU$. 
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It is oar pleafure one of them depart ; 
Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 

[Exit Captaifty and the reft* 

Manet the frft Gent, Enter Whitmore, nvith the body, 

Whit. There let his head and livelefs body lie, 
Uhtil the Queen his miftrefs bury it. [Exit Whit; 

I Gent. O barbarous and bloody fpeftaclc ! 
His body will I bear unto the King ; 
If he revenge it not, yet will his friends ; 
So will the Queifcn, that liv^ig held him dear. {Exit, 

SCENE changes to Southwark, 

Enter Bevis and John Holland. 

Bevls, f^Omty and get thee a fword though made of 
V-^ a lath ; they have been up thefe two days, 

BeL They have the more need to fleep now then. 

Bevis, I tell thee, Jack Cade the clothier means to 
drefs tiie commonwealth* and turn it, and fet a new 
nap upon it. 

Hoi. So he had need, for 'tis thread-bare. Well, I 
>fay, it was never merry world in England iince gentler- 
men came up. 

Bews, O miferable age ! virtue is not regarded in 
. lumdy-crafts-men . 

Hoi. The Nobility think fcorn to go in leather aprons. 

Bevis, Nay more, the King's council are no good 
workmen. 

Hoi, True, and yet it is faid, Labour iu thyvocationi 
which is at much as-to fay, let the magiilrates be Jabour- 
ing men ; and therefore fhould we be ma^iflrates. 

Bevis, Thou haft hit it ; for there's no better fign of 
4^ brave mind than'a hard hand. 

Hoi. I fee them, I fee them ; there's Beft^% fon, the 
Tanner of fTingham, 

Bevis. He (hstll have the (kins of our enemies to make 
4og'8 leather of. 

/£p/. And Dui the buticher ;■ ■ ■ -^ 
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Bevis, Then is fin ftruck down like an ox, stnd 
quity's throat cut like a calf. 
HoL And SmifJb the weaver ;■ 
£n/u. Argo> their thread of life is fpun. 
Hoi. Come, come, let's fall in with them. 

Prum. Enter Cade, Dick the butcher^ Smith the ijou 
and a/ofwyeTf luith iffinite numbers. 

Cade, We John Cadiy fo term'd of our fuppofet 
ther- — 

Dick, C'l rather of ftealing a cade of herrings. 

Cade, For our enemies (hall fall before us, infp 
with the fpirit of putting down Kings and Prin' 
command file nee, 

Dick, Silence, 

Cade, My father was a Mortimer ■ 

Dick, He was an honeft man and a good brlckUi 

Cade, My mother a Plant agenet'^^-^ 

Dick, I knew her well, Ihe was a midwife. 

Cade, My wife defcended of the Lacie s - 

Dick, She was indeed a pedlar's daughter, and 
many laces. 

Weav, But, now of late, not able to travel with 
furr'd pack, ihe waihes bucks here at home. 

Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable houfe. 

Dick. Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable ; 
there was he born, under a hedge ; for his father 
never a houfe but the cage. 

Cade, Valiant I am. 

Weav, A' mull needs, for beggary is valiant. 

Cade, I am able to endure much. 

Dick, No queftiqp of that ; for I have feen him wl 
^three market days together. 

Cade, I fear neither fword nor fire. 

Weav. He need not fear the fword, for his cos 
^f proof. 

Dick, But, methinks he ibould ftand in fear of 1 
hting burnt i'th' hand for ftealing of iheep. 
Ca4^, Be brave then, fot your c^Li^taiiv \^ btwe, 
E :90WM i«ft>ilQation. Tiieic Ihall \>e 'm England \ 



King H E M R Y VI^ 71 

ludf-pettny fa>aVes fold for a penny ; the three-hoop 'd 
pot fliall have ten hoopsf, and I will make it felony to 
drink fmall beer. All the realm (hall be in common, 
and in Cheaffide (hall my palfry go to grafs ; and when 
I am King, as King I wiU b e 

AIL God fave your Majefty ! 

Cade, I thank you, good people. There (hall be 
no money ; all fliall eat and drink upon my fcore ; and 
I will apparel them all in one livery, that they may 
agree like brothers, and worfhip me their Lord. 

Dick. The firft thing we do, let's kill all the lawyers. 

Ce^. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a lament- 
able thing, that the ikin of an innocent lamb (hould 
be made parchment ; that parchment being fcribbled 
o'er, (hould undo a man ? Some fay, the bee ftings ; 
but I fay, 'tis bee's wax ; for I did but feal once to a 
diing, and I was never my own man iince. How 
now ? who is there ? ^ 

Enter a Clerk. 

Weav. The clerk of Chatham ; he can write and read, 
and caft accompt. 

Cade, O monftrous ! 

Wea*v. We took him fetting boys copies. 

Cade, Here's a villain ! 

JVeav, He'as a book in his pocket with red letters in't.. 

Cade, Nay, then he's a conjurer. 

Dick, Nay, he can make obligations, and write 
court-hand. 

Cade. I am forry for't : the man is a proper man, 
of mine honour, nnlefs I find him guilty, he (hall not 
die. Come hither, iirrah, I mud examine theej wh^ 
is thy name ? ^ 

Clerk. Emanuel, 

Dick, They u(e to wiite it on the • top of letters : 
'twill go hard with you. 

Cade. Let me alone. Doft thou ule to write thy 
name ? ot hoA thou sl mark to thy(t\{ ^JliiLt ux\k^Tff!K 
pMw eiesding man / ^ - - 



yn, The SicoNoPARTof 

ClerL Sir, I thank God, I have been Co well brongbt 
up, that I can wHte my nam«. 

JIL He hath confeft ; away with him ; he's a villain 
and a traitor. 

Cade, Away with him, I fey ; hang him with his pen 
and inkhorn about his neck. [Exit one luith th€ Clerk, 

Enter Michael. 

Mich, Where is our general ? 

Cade, Here I am, thou particular fellow. 

Mich, Fly, fiy, fly; Sir Humpbrj St^ord and his 
brothel- are hard by with the King's forces. 

Cade, Stand, villain, ftand, or I'll fell thee down ; ' 
he fhall be encounter'ji with a man as good as himfelf. 
He is but a knight, is a' ? 

Mick, No. 

C^e, To equal iiim, I will make myfelf a knight 
prefently ; rife iip, Sir John Mortimer, Now have at 
him. Is there any more of them that be knights ? 

Mich, Ay, his brother. 

Cade, Then kneel down, Dick Butcher. Rife up, 
Sir Dick Butcher. Now found up the drum. 

Enter Sir Humphry Stafford, and young Stafford, 'with 
drum and/oldiers, 

$faf. Rebellious hinds, the filth and (kum of Kent, 
Mark'd for the gallows, lay your weapons down. 
Home to your cottages, forfake this groom ; 
The King is merciful, if you revolt. 

Y. Staf, But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd to blood, 
If you go forward ; therefore yield, or die. 

Cade^ As for thefe filkcn-coated flaves, I pafs not; . 
♦ is to you, good people, thatl fpeak. 
O'er whom {m time to come) I hope to reign ; 
For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 

Sta/, Villain, thy father was a plaifterer, 
And thou thyfelf a ihearman, art thou not ? 
^aai'. And j^dam was a gardener* 
y- S/a/: And what of that ? 
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Cade. Marry, this. — Edmund Mortimer Earl of March 
married the Duke oi Clarence^ s daughter, did he not? 

Staf. Ay, Sir. 

Cade, By her he had two children at one birth: 

Y. Staf. That's falfe. 

Cade, Ay, there's the queftion; but I fay, 'tis true: 
The elder of them being put to nurfe. 
Was by a beggar-woman floll'n away ; 
And, ignorant of his birth and parentage. 
Became a bricklayer when he came to age : 
His fon am I; deny it, if you can. 

Dick, Nay, 'tis too true, therefore he fhall be King. 

Wea'v.Sixy he mkde a chimney in my father's hbufe, 
and the bricks are alive at this day to teftify it ; therefore 
deny it not. 

Staf, And will "you credit this bafe drudge's words,, ' 
That fpeaks he knows not what ? 

All, Ay, marry, will we ; therefore get you gone. 

Y, Staf, Jack Cadey the Duke of ^r;^ hath taught you 
this. 

Cade, He lies, for I invented it myfelf. Go to, fir- 

rah, tell the King from me, that for his father's fake 

Henry the fifth (in whofe time boys went to fpan-counter 

. for French crowns) I am content he fhall reign ; but I'll 

be protestor over him. 

Dick. And furthermore we'll have the Lord Say's head, 
for felling the Dukedom of Mtf/W. 

Cade.AvL^. good reafon ; for thereby is England xxudlvcCCL^ 
and fain to go with a ftalF, but that my puiiTance holds it 
up. Fellow-Kings, I tell you, that that Lord Say hath 
gelded the common-wealth, and made it an eunuch ; and 
more than that, he can fpeak French^ and therefore he 
is a traitor. 

Staf O grofs and mifcrable ignorance ! • 

Cade. Nay, anfwer if you can : the Frenchmen are our 
enemies : go to then ; I afk but this ; can he, that 
fpeaks with the tongue of the enemy, be a good coun- 
fellor or no ? ♦ 

JIL No, no, and therefore we'll ik^uve \\i^ IwwA^ 

Vol. V. D N:,St4% 
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Y. Staf, Well, feeing gentle words will not prevail, 
Affail them with the army of the King. 

Staf, Herald, away, and throughout every town 
Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade ; 
That thofe, which fly before the battle ends, 
May (even in their wives* and childrens' fight) 
Be hang'd up for example at their doors ; 
And you, that be the King's friends, follow me. 

\£xeunt the t<wo Staffords, ivitJb their Train, 

Cade, And' you, that love the commons, follow me. 
Now ihew yourfelves men, 'tis for liberty. 
Wc will not leave on« Lord, one Gentleman ; 
Spare none, but fuch as go in clouted Oioone, 
For they are thrifty honeS men, and fuch 
As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 

DicL They are all in order; and march towards us. 

Cade.^xxt then are we in order, when we are moft out 
of order. Come, march forward. 

[Exeunt Cade {ind his party, 
[Alarm tofight^ ^wherein both the Staffords arejlain. 

Re-enter Cade and the reft. 

Cade. Where's Dick, the butcher of J/hford? 

Dick. Here, Sir. 

Cade. They fell before thee like fheep and oxen, and 
thou behaved'fl thyfelf as if thou hadfl been in thine own 
llaughter-houfe ; therefore thus I will reward thee : the 
lent fhall be as long as it is, and thou fhalt have a licenfe 
to kill for a hundred lacking one, 

Dick. I defire no more. 

Cade. And to fpeak truth, thou deferv'fl no lefs. This 
^ monument of the vidory will I bear, and the bodies fhall" 
be dragg'd at my horfe's heels, till I do come to London^ 
where we will have the mayor's fword borne before us. 

Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good, break open 
the goals, and let out the prifoners. 

CaJe. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let's 
sp^ch towards London. , {Exeunt. 
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SCENE changes to Black-Heath. 

Enter King Henry <witb a fupplication^ and ^ueen Mar* 
garet luitb SufFolk'/ headf the Duke of Buckingham^ 
and the Lord Say. 

C^Mir./^FT have I heard, that grief foftens the 

\J mind. 
And makes it fearful and degenerate ; 
Think therefore on revenge, and ceafe to weep. 
But who can ceafe to weep, and look on this ? 
Here may his head lie on my throbbing brea^ : 
But where's the body, that I fhould embrace ? 

Buck, What anfwer makes your Grace to the rebels^ 
fupplication ? 

K. Henry, I'll fend fome holy bifhop to intreat ; 
For God forbid, fo many iimple fouls 
Should periih by the fword. And I myfclf. 
Rather than bloody war fhould cut them ihort. 
Will parly with Jack CadetYitix General. 
But flay, I'll read it over once again.. 

Q,Mar, Ah, barbarous villains ! hath this lovely face 
RuPH like a wandring planet over me. 
And could it not inforce them to relent. 
That were unworthy to behold the fame ? 

K. H: Lord Say, Jack Cade hath fworn to have thy head. 

Say. Ay, but I hope, your highnefa fhall have his, 

K. Henry, How now. Madam ? 
Lamenting ftill, and mourning Suffh/Ps death ? 
, I fear me, love, if that I had beeil dead. 
Thou wouldeft not have mourn'd fo much for me, 
Q^Mar. My love, I (hould not mourn, but die for thee* 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

K. Henry i How now? what news? why com'ft thoa 
^ in fuch hafte ? 

Mc/', The rebels are in Sout}ywark\ ft-y m^ 1*01^ \ 
J'ac^ Cai/iT proclaims himfelf Lord Morti?iicr» 

D 2 T>^feft^^^ 
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Defcended from the Duke oi Clarence" houfe. 
And calls your Grace ufurper openly. 
And vows to crown himfelf in Wejiminjier , 
His army is a ragged multitude 
Of hinds and pealants, rude and mercilefs : 
Sir Humphry Stafford ^mdi his brother's death 
Hath given them heart, and courage to proceed : 
All fcholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen. 
They call falfe caterpillars, and intend their death. 

K. Hen. O gracelefs men ! they know not what they d< 

Buck. My gracious Lord, retire to Killingivorth^ 
Until a Power be rais'd to put them down. 

QJIdar, Ah ! were the Duke of Suffolk now dive, 
Thefe Kentijh rebels fhould be foon appeas'd. 

K. Henry. Lord Say^ the traitors, hate thee. 
Therefore away with us to Killingnvorth. 

Say. So might your Grace's perfon be in danger : 
The fight of me is odious in their eyes ; 
And therefore in this city will I flay. 
And live alone as fecret as I may. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

2 Mef. Jack Cade hath gotten London-bridge , 
The citizens fly him, and forfake their houfes : 
The rafcal people, thirfting after prey. 
Join with the traitor; and they jointly fwear -, 
To fpoil the city and your royal court. 
• Buck, Then linger not, my Lord ; away, take horft 

K. Henry. Come, Marg^rety God our hope will fu< 
cour us. 

Q^Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceas'd. 

K, Henry. Farewel, my Lord; truft not to Kexfij 
rebels. 

Buck. Truft no body, for fear you be betray'd. 

Say. The truft I have is in mine innocence. 
And therefore am I bold and refolute. [Exeum 
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SCENE changes to London. 

Enter Lord SciAes upon the To^ver^ nvalking. Then enter 
fwo or three citizens belo^w, 

^f^y^r.TTOW now ? is Jatk Cade ilaiii ? 

X A I Cit, No, my Lord, nor like to be flain : 
for they have won the bridge, killing all thofe that with- 
ftand them : the Lord Mayor craves aid of your honour 
from the Toiver to defend the city from, the rebels. 

Scales.S\ic\i aid, as I can fpare, you (hall command ; 
But I am troubled here with them nayfelf. 
The r«rbels have aflay'd to win the Tonver. 
But get you into Smithfield^ gather head. 
And thither will I fend you Mattheixj Goff, 
Fight for your King, your country and your lives. 
And fb farewel, for I mufl hence again. [^Exeunt, 

SCENE changes to Cannon- Street. 

Enter Jack Cade and the refi, and ftrikes bis ftaff on 
London-ftonc. 

CWif.'VT O W is Mortimer Lord of this city, and here 
X^ fitting upon London-Stone^ I charge and com- 
mand that jof the city's coft the iffing conduit run no- 
thing but claret wine the firft year of our reign. And 
now hence-forward it fhall be treafon for any that calU - 
me other than Lord Mortimer. 

Enter a foldier running* 

SoL Jack Cade, Jack Cade! 

Cade, Knock him down there. \Xh^ kill him, 

Wea^, If this fellow be wife, he'll never call you Jack 
Cade more ; I think, he hath a very fair warning. 

Dick. My Lord, there's an army gathered together in 
Smthfield, 

. Cade, Come then, let's go fight with them : but firft 
go and fet London-bridge on fire, and if ^o\x C2lXv, \i\x\xv 
down theToiver too. Come, let's away, \ Exeunt omnes. 
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SCENE changes U SmithfieW. 

^iiwiw. Matthew GoS isjlainy and all the reft. Then 
enter Jack Cade ^tb his company. 

Cade, ^ 0> Sirs : Now go fome and pull down the 
i3 Savoy : others to the inns of courts, down 
with them all, . 

Dick. I have a fuit unto your Lcydfhip. 

Cade. Be it a Lordfhip,thou fhalt Have it for that word. 

Dick, Only that the Laws of England may come out of 
your mouth. 

John. Mafs, *twill be fore law then, for he was thrull 
in the mouth with a fpear, and 'tis not whole yet. 

Smith. Nay, yohn^ it will be ftinking law, for his 
- breath ftinks with eating toafted cheefe. 

.Cade. I have thought upon it, it (hall be fo. Away, 
burn all the records of the realm ; my mouth ihall be the 
parliament of England. 

Jobn.Thsn we are like to have biting ftatutes, unlefs 
his teeth be pull'd out. 

Code. And henceforward all things ihall be in common. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mef. My Lord, a prize, a prize ! here's the Lorcl Say 
which fold the town in France ; he that made us pay one 
and twenty fifteens and one (hilling to the poand,the laft 
fubfidy. 

' Enter George mjith the Lord Say. 

Cfide, Well, he fhall be beheaded for it ten times.^*— 
Ah, thou Sayy thou fergej^ nay, thou buckram Lord, 
now art thou within point-blank ofourjurifdiftion regal. 
What can ft thou anfwer to my Majcfty forgiving up of 
Normandy unto Monfieur Bajsmecu^ the Dauphin of 
France? be it known unto thee by thefe prefents, even 
the prefence of Ldrd Mortimer^ that I anithe befom that 
mulh fiveep the court clean of fuch filth as thou art ; thou 
As/lmoS traiteroiiHy corrupud th^ youl\v oi xii^ l^t«\m 



King Henry VL 79 

in erefting a grammar-fchool ; and whereas before, our 
fbrc-fathers had no other books but the fcore and the 
tally, thou haft caufed printing to be us'd ; and contrary 
. to the King, his crown and dignity, thou haft built a 
paper-mill. It will be prov'd to thy face that thou 
naft men about thee, that ufually talk of a Ncun and a 
Verb^ and fuch abominable words, as no chriftian fcar 
can endure to hear. Thou haft appointed juftices of 
the peace to call poor men before them, about matters 
they 'were not able to anfwer. Moreover, thou haft » 
put them in prifoiT ; and becaufe they could not read, 
thou haft hang'd them ; when, indeed, only for that 
caufe they have been m^ft worthy to live. Thou doft 
ride on a foot-cloth, doft thou not ? 

Say. What of that ? 

Cade. Marry, thou oiight'ft not to let thy horfe wear 
a cloak, when honefter men than thou go in their hofe 
and doublets. 

Dick. And work in their Ihirt too \ as myfclf, for 
€l7cample, that am a butcher. 

Swf. You men of Ktut^ — — 

Dick. What fay you oi Kent? 

Say. Nothing but this ; 'Tis bona terra^ mala gens. 

Cade. Away with him, away with him, he {peaks Latin* 

Say. Hear me but fpeak) and bear me where you will. 
Kenty in the commentaries Cafar writ. 
Is term'd the civirft. place of all this ifle ; ' 
Sweet is the country, becaufe full of riches. 
The people liberal, valiant, a^ive, wealthy, 
Which makes me hope thou art not void of pity. 
I fold not Meune ; I loft not Norjnandy ; 
Yet, to recover them, would lofe my life : 
Jaftice with favour have I always done ; 
rrayers and tears have mov'd me, gifts could never. 
When have I aught exaded at your hands ? 
Kent to maintain, the Kine, the realm and you. 
Large gifts have I beftow'd on learned clerks ; ' 
Becaufe my book preferred me to the Kin? : 
And feeing, ignorance is the purfe of God, 
Knowledge the wing wherewith v/Q SLv Xo V^vjV, 

D 4. Ai\&sfa. 
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Unlefs you be poffeft with dev*lifh fpirits, 
Yt cannot but forbear to murder me: 
This tongue hath parlied unto foreign King* 
For your behoof. 

Cade. Tut, when ftruck'ft thou one blow in the field ? 
. Say. Great men have reaching hands ; oft have I (Iruck 
Thofe that I never faw, and ilruck them dead. 
■George. ^ O monftrous coward ! what, to come Ijehind 

folks ?- 
Say. Thefe cheeks are pale -i^dth watching for your 

good. 
Cade. Give him a box o'th' ear, and that will make 

'em red again. 
Say. Long fitting. to determine poor mens' caufes - 
Hgth made me full of ficknefs and difeafes. 

Cade. Ye Ihall have a hempen caudle then, and the 
help of a hatchet. 

Did, Why doft thou quiver, man ? 
Say. Thepalfy, and not f^ar, provokes mc. 
Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who fhould fay, I'll be 
even with you. Til fee, if his head will fland fteadier 
on a pole or no : take him away, and behead him. 

Say, Tell me, wherein have I offended moft ? 
Have I aifefted wealth or honour ? fpeak. 
Are my chefts fill'd up with extorted gold ? 
Is my apparel fumptuous to behold ? 
Whom have I injured, that ye feek my death ? 
Thefe hands are free from guiltlqfs blood-ftiedding ; 
This breaft from harb'ring foul deceitful thoughts. 
O, let me live !— — 

Cade. 1 feel femorfe in myfclf with his words ; but . 
I'll bridle it ; he Ihall die, an it be but for pleading fo 
%vell for his life. Away with him, he has a familiar 
under his tongue, he fpeaks not o' God's name. Go, 
take him away, I fay, and ftrike ofFhis head prefently ; 
and then break into his fon-in-law's houfe. Sir jfamei 
Cromsry and ftrike off his head, and bring them both 
x^poTi two poles hither, 
^//. It Ihall be done. 
<%r. Ah, country-men^ if when -you maVLe^oxxt ^xvj^x^* 
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God fliould be fo obdurate as yourfelves. 
How would it fare with your departed fouls ? 
And therefore yet relent, and fave my life. 

Cade. Awzy with him, and do as I command ye : 
the proudeft Peer of the Realm fhall not wear a head on 
his fhoulders, unlefs he pay me tribute ; there fhall not 
a maid be n\arried, but fhe ifhall pay me her maiden- 
head ere they have it ; men (hall hold of me in Capite. 
And we charge and command, that their wives be as 
free as heart can wiih, or tongue can tell. 

Dick, My Lord, when fliall we go to CheafJidHy and 
• take up commodities upon our bills ? 

Cade. Marry, prefently. 

JIL O brave ! 

Enter one fwith the beads. 

Cade^ But is not this braver ? Let them kifs one ano- 
ther ; for they lov'd well when they were alive : Now 
part them again, left they confult about the giving up 
of fome more towns in France, Soldiers, defer the ^oil ^ 
of the City until night ; for with thefe borne before us, 
inftead of maces, will we ride through the ftreets, and 
at every corner have them kifs. Away. \^ExeuHt. 

SCENE changes to Southwark. 

Alarnii and Retreat. Enter again Cade, and all his 
Rabblement. 

Cad^.T TP FiJh-JIrcet, down St. Magnus' Corner, kill 
\^ and knock down ; throw them into Thames.. 

\^A Pen-ley founded. 
What noife is this I hear ? 
Dare any be fo bold to found retreat or parley. 
When I commc^nd them kill ? 

.Enter Buckingham and eld ClifTord, attended. 

Buck, Ay, here they be thr.t dare and will dl(l\ix\i\?Cv^^*. ^ 
"Know, Ca.^e, \vt come AmbaffadoTS ^rom Ocv^ ^va% 
Uuto the Commons, whom ihoa \vafc m\t-\^^ \ 

D c ^^ 
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And here pronounce free pardon to them all. 
That will forfake thee, and go home in peace. 

Clif.^ What fay ye, countrymen, will ye relent. 
And yield to mercy, whilft 'tis offer'd you. 
Or let a rabble lead you to your deaths ? 
Who loves the King, and will embrace his Pardon, 
Fling up his cap, and fay, Godfa've his Majefty ! 
Who hateth him, and honours not his father, 
Henry the fifth, that made all France to quake. 
Shake he his weapon at us, and pafs by. 

All, God fave the King ! God fave the King I 

Cade, What Buckingham and Clifford^ are ye fo brave ? 
ai^d you, bafe peafants, do ye believe 'em ? will you needs 
be hang'd with your pardons about your neclcs ? hath 
my fword therefore broke through London^ gates, that 
you Jhould leave me at the White-hart in South<wark f I 
thought, you would never have given out thefe arms, till 
you had recovered your ancient freedom : but you are 
all recreants and daftards, and delight to live in flavery 
to the Nobility. Let them break your backs with bur- 
dens, take your houfes over your heads, ravifh your wives 
and daughters before your faces. For me, I will make 
ihift for one, and fo God's curfe 'light upon you all I 
- M. We'll follow Cade, we'll follow Cade. 

Clif. Is Cade the fon of Henry the Fifth, 
• That thus you do exclaim, you'll go with him I 
Will he conduft you Jthrough the heart of Franccy 
,A^^d make xht meanell of you Earls and Dukes ? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to : 
.Nor knows he how to live, but by the fpoil ; 
Unlefs by robbing of your friends and us. 
. Were't not a (hame, that, whilft you live at jar. 
The fearful French , whom you late vanquifhed. 
Should make a ftart o'er feas, and vanquifli you } 
Methinks, already in this civil broil 
I tfee them lording it in London ftreets. 
Crying, Villagecis ! unto all they meet. 
JSetter, ten thoufand bafe-born Cades mifcarry ; 
Than you Ihould iloop unto a Frenchmar^s mexcj. 
To Sraacf, to France^ aad get wViat voxx Yi^Nt \o^ \ 
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Spare England, for it is your native coaft. 
He/ity hath money, you are ftrong and manly : 
God on our fide, doubt not of viaory. 

JU. A CUfford! a Cliffani! we'll follow the King 
and Clifford, 

Cade. Was ever feather fo lightly blown to and fro^ 
as this multitude ? the name of Henry the Fifth hale» 
them to an hundred mifchiefs, and makes them leav» 
. me defolate. I fee them lay their heads together to* 
fbcprize me. My fword make way for me, for here is^ 
no flaying ; in defpight of the devils and hell, have 
through the very midftijfyouj and heavens and ho- 
nour be witnefs, that no want of refolution in me, but 
only my followers bafe and ignominious treafons make 
me betake me to my heels. [Exit^ 

Buck. What, is he fled ? go fome, and follow him* 
And he, that brings his head unto the King, 
Shall have a thoufand crowns fer his reward* 

[Exeunt fome of them ^ 
Follow me, foldiers ; we'll devife a mean 
To reconcile you all unto the King. [Exeunt omnes^ 

S C E N E> tie Palace of Killingworth. 

Zotmd trumpets. Enter King Henry, ^een Margaret, 
and Somerfet on the terras. 

K.H.TX 7ASever King that joyM an earthly throne^ 
VV And could command no more contentthan It 
No fooner was I crept out of my cradle. 
But I was made a King at nine, months old r 
Was never fubjedl long'd to be a King,. 
As I do long and wiih to be a fubjeft.. 

Enter Buckingham and Clifford.. 

Buck, Health, and glad tidings to your Majefty f * 
K, Hen.Why, Budingham,is the traitor C/7^tf furprizM f 
Or is he but retir'd to make him ftLOn^l 
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Enter multitudes nvith bakers about their necks, 

Clif. He's fled, my Lord, and all his powers do yield ; 
And humbly thus with halters on their necks 
Expe6l your Highnefs' doom of life or death. 

IL. Henry. Then, heav'n, fet ope thy everlafting gates^ 
To entertain my vows of thanks and praife. 
Soldiers, this day have you redeemed your lives. 
And fhew'd how well you love your Prince and country :- 
Continue ftill in this fo good a mind. 
And Henrys though he be unfortunate, 
A (Tare yourfelves, will never be unkind : 
And fo with thanks, and pardon to you all, 
I do difmifs you to your feveral countries. 

JIL God fave the King ! God fave the King 1 

Enter Mejfenger, 

Me/, Pleafe it your Grace to be advertifed. 
The Duke of Tork is newly come from Ireland ; 
And with a puiflaTit and niighty pow'r 
- Of gallow-gla/Tes and llout Kernes, 
Is marching hitherward in proud array : 
And ftiJl ptoclaimeth, as he comes along. 
His arms are only to remove from thee 
The Duke o^ Somerfet, wham he terms a traitor. 

K.£^.Thus Hands my ftate,'twixt Cade^indi Tork diflreft j 
Like to a fhip, that, having 'fcap'd a tempeft, 
Is ftraitway calm'd and boarded with a pirate, (i i) 

(u) fsjfraifway claim'd, and boarded %vitb a Pirate,'] I doubt not.; 
ii!t my Rtader* will agree, that I have leftored to the i'cxt its true 
Reading. After the violent Work In?; of a Tcm})ef>, the Sea is,"f©r , 
the moft parr, totally bcciilmed. BeHdcs, with Allcfion to the King't 
Affairs, the Tempeft cf Cade's Rtbdiion was juft blown over: 
the State was in a Calm, by rl.at Jnlurre^ion being quieted t and 
immediately Tork^ like an ufujping Firate, comes to feize tl»e Vcflel 
of Government. And again, which htightens the Jufinefs of the 
Metaphor, ^z Calm is the moft ufual Occafion of VtiTcIs beijig taken _ 
Ar PirAtcsj whiih, by the Uk of their SsaU, xUe^ n\i^ht otht rwife 
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But now is Cade driv'n back, his men difpers'd ; 
And now is Tork in arms to fecond him. 
I pray thee, Buckinghanij go and meet with him. 
And afk him what's the reafon of thefe arms : 
Tell him, 1*11 fend Duke Edmund to the To'wer ; 
And, Somerfety we will commit thee thither. 
Until his army be dii'mift from him. 
- ^om. My Lord, 

ril yield myfelf to prifon willingly. 
Or unto death, .to do my country good. 

K. Henry, In any cafe be not too rough in terms. 
For he is fierce and cannot brook hard language. 

Buck, I will, my Lord ; and doubt not fo to deal, . 
As all things fhall redound unto your good. 

K. Hen. Come, wife, let's in, and learn to govern better; 
For yet may England curfe my wretched reign. \Exeunt. 

SCENE, a Garden in Kent. 

Enter Jack Cade. 

Cade.'T^ IE on ambitions ; fy on myfelf, that have a 
X/ fword, and yet am ready to famifh. Thefe 
five days have 1 hid me in thefe woods and durft not 
peep out, for all the country is laid for me : but now 
am I fo hungry, that if I might have a leafe of my life 
for a thoufand years, I could flay no longer. Where- 
fore on a brick-wall have I climb'd into this garden to 
fee if I can eat grafs, or pick a fallet another while,, 
which is not amifs to cool a man's ftomach this hot 
weather; and, I think, this word fallet was born to do 
me good ; for many a time, but for a falJet, my brain- 
pan had been cleft with a brown bill ; and many a time 
when I have been dry, and bravely marching, ic hath 
ferv'd me inftead of a quart-pot to drink in \ and now 
the word fallet mufl fcrve me to feed on. 

Enter Iden. 

Iden, Lord ! who would live turmoiled in the Court, 
And may enjoy fuch quiet walks as tlvefe ^ 
This fmsdl inheritance, my father \d\ m^, 
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Contenteth me, and's worth a monarchy. 
I feek not to wax great by others* waining ; 
Or gather wealth, I care not with what envy ; 
SufHceth, that I have, maintains my ftate ; 
And fends the poor well pleafed from my gate. 

Cade. Here's the Lord of the foil come to feize mc 
for a ftray, for entring his fee-fimple without leave. 
Ah villain, thou wilt betray me and get a thoafand 
crowns of the King by carrying my head to him ; but 
I'll make thee eat iron like an oftridge, and fwalloiltr 
my fword like a great pin, ere thou and I part. 

Iden. Why, rude companion, whatfoe'er thou be, 
I know thee not ; why then fhould I betray thee ? 
Is't not enough to break into my garden. 
And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds. 
Climbing my walls in fpi|;ht of me the owner. 
But thou wilt brave me with thefe fawcy terms ? 

Cade. Brave thee? by the beft blood that ever. was 
broach'd, and beard thee too. Look on me well, I have 
cat no meat thefe- five days, yet come thou ,and thy 
five men, and if I do not leav€ you as dead as a door- 
nail, I pray God, I may never eat grafs more. 

Iden. Nay, it ihall never be faid while England ftands^ 
That Alexander Iden an Efquire of Kent^ 
Took odds to combat a poor famifti'd man. 
Oppofe thy ftedfaft gazing eyes to mine. 
See, if thou canft out-face me with thy looks : 
Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lefTer : 
Thy hand is but a finger to my fift ; 
Thy leg a ftick, compared with this truncheoij. 
My foot fliall fight with all the ftrength thou haft ; 
And if mine arm be heaved in the air, 
Thy grave is dige'd already in the earth : 
As for more words, whofe greatnefs anfwers words,^ 
Let this my (word report what fpeech forbears. 

Cade. By my valour, the moft complete champion 

^that ever I heard. Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or 

cut not out the burly-bon'd clown in chines of beef ere 

thou deep in thy iheath, I befeecVi ^To^ve on my knees 

Ckva may*{i he turned into hob-naib.. \Her« tbe^ ji^kt. 
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O I am flain 1 famine, and no other, hath flain me | 
let ten thoufand devils come- againft mc^ and give me 
but the ten meals I have loft, and I'd defy them all, 
Wither garden, and be henceforth a burying-place to 
all that do dwell in this' houfc j be^aufe the uncon- 
qaer*d foul of Ca^fe is fled, 

Iden. Is't Caiie that I have flain, that monftrous traitor i 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed, 
And4iane thee o'er my tomb, when I am dead. 
"Nefer.ih^ diis bjood be wiped from thy point> 
But thou flialt wear it as a herald's coat, 
T' emblaze the honour which thy mafter got. 

CaJe. Iden, farewel, and be proud of thy viftory : tell 
Kent from me, flie hath loft her beft man ; and exhort all 
the V. orld to be cowards ; for I, that never fear'd any, 
am vanquiflied by famine, not by valour. [Dies. 

/^.How much thou wrong'ft me, heaven be my judge I 
Die damned wretch, the curfe of her that bare the«.; 
And as I thruft thy body in with my fword. 
So wifli I, I might thruft thy foul to hell. 
Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels 
Unto a dunghill, which fliall be thy grave ; 
And there cut off thy moft ungracious head. 
Which I will bear in triumph to the King, 
Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upotu 
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SCENE, in the fields near London. 

Enter York, and bis army of Irifli, wlfh drum and 
' colours. 

York. 

FROM Ireland thus comes Tork to claim his Right, 
And pluck the Crown from feeble Henrfs head. . 
Ring, beDs, aloud ; burn, bonfires, clear and bright, 
To entertain great England*s lawful King ! 
Ah Majefty ! who would not buy thee dear ? 
Let them obey, that know not how to rule. 
This hand was made to handle nought but gold. 
I cannot give due aftion to my words. 
Except a fword, or fcepfer, balance it. 
A fcepter ihall it have, have I a foul, 
On which Fll tofs the Flo\yer-de-luce of France. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Whom have we here ? Buckingham to dillurb me? 

The King hath fent }iim, fure : I muft di/Temble. 
Buck, Tork, if thou meaneft well, I greet thee welL 
Tork, Humphry oi Buckingham y I accept thy greeting. 

Art thou a meifenger, or come of plcafure ? 
Buck. A meflenger from Henry our dread Liege, 

To know the reafon of thefe arms in peace ? 

Or why, thou, being a fubjedl as I am, 

Afi^ainft thy oath and true allegiance fworn, 

Shouldft raife fo great a power without his leave ? 
Or dare to bring thy force fo nea.t t\\e Covitt I 

York* 



^ 
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TorJi. Scarce can I fpeak, my choler is To great. "^ 
Oh! I could hew up rocks and fight with flint. / 
I am fo angry at thefe abje«£l terms. / 

And now, like j^Jax Telemomus, f 

On fheep or oxen could I fpend my fury. y' [^^<?. 
I am far better born than is the King ; 
MorelikeaKing, more kingly in my thoughts. 
But I mull make fair weather yet a while. 
Till Henty be more weak and I more ftrong. 
O Buckingham ! I pr'ythee, pardon me, 
That I have giv'n no anfwer all this while ; 
My mind was troubled with deep melancholy. 
The caufe why I have brought this army hither. 
Is to remove proud Somerfet from the King, 
.Seditious to his Grace and to the State. 

Buck. That is too much prefumption on thy part; 
But if thy arms be to no other end. 
The King hath yielded unto thy demand : 
The Duke of Somerfet is in the Tcwer, 

Tork» Upon thine Honour is he prifoner ? 

Buck: Upon mine Honour he is prifoner ? 

Tork. Then, Buckingham, I do difmifs my Powers, 
Soldiers, I thank you all ; difperfe yourfelves ; 
Meet me to-morrow in St. George*s field, 
You ihall have pay and every thing you wifh. 
And let my Sovereign, virtuous Henry y 
Command my eldeft fon ; nay, all my fons. 
As pledges of my fealty and love, 
1*11 fend them all as willing as I live ; 
Lands, goods, horfe, armour, any thing I have. 
Is his to ufe, ib Somerfet may die. 

Buck. Tork, I tommend this kind fubmiiljon. 
We twain will go into his Highnefs' tent. [Exeutttm 
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SCENE changes to the King's Pavilion. 

EttUr King Henry and Attendants, Re-enter Bucking- 
ham, and York, attended. 

K. Hen,^V\Uckingham, doth Tork in tend no Harm to ds, 
x) That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm? 

Tork. In all fubmiflion and humility, 
Tork doth prcfent himfelf unto your Highnefs. 

K.Hen. Then >v|jatintendthe{e forces thou doft bring? 

Tork. To heave the traitor Somerfet frpm hence. 
And fight againft that monllrous Rebel Cadei 
Whom, fmce, I heard to be difcom fired. 

Enter Iden lAJtih Cade'j head. 

Iden^ If one fo rude, and of fo mean condition, 
May pafs into the prefence of a King, 
Lo, I prefent your Grace a traitor's head \ 
The head of Cad^^ whom I in combat flew. 

K. Henry. The head of Qadi ? great God ! how juft 
art thou ? 
O, let me view his vifagc being dead. 
That, living, wrought me fuch exceeding trouble. 
Tell me, my friend ; art thou the jAan^ that flew him ? 

Iden. l.was, an't like your M^yefly. 

K.Henry. How art thou callM ? and what ie thy degree? 

Iden. Alexander Iden^ that's, my name. 
A poor Efquire of Kent, thart love's the King. 

Buck. So pleaie it ^ou^ my Lord, 'twere not amift 
He were created Knight for his good fervice. 

K. Henry. Iden^ kneel down; rife up -a Knight: . 
We give thee for reward a thoufand marks. 
And will th^t thou hencefbrtii attend on us. 

Iden. May Iden^ live to merit fuch a bounty. 
And never live but true unto his Liege ! 

Enter ^een Margaret and Somerfet. 

K,Hen. See, Buckingham, Somer/et comes with the Queen: 
Co^ bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 
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QJilar, For thoiffand rorh he fhall not hide his head. 
But boldly ftand and front him to his face. 

TorL How now ? is Somerfet at liberty ? 
Then, Ycffky unloofe thy long imprifon'd thoughts. 
And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart. 
Shall I endure the fight of Somerfet ? 
FaUe King ! why haft thou broken faith wirii me. 
Knowing how harldly I can brook abufe ? 
King did I call thee ? no, thou art no Kinjg : 
Not fit to govern and rule multitudes. 
Which durft not, no, nor canft not rule a traitor, 
That head of thine doth not become a crown : 
Thy hand is made to grafp a palmer's ftafF, 
And not to grace an awful princely fcepter. 
That gold muft round engirt thefe brows of mine, 
Whofc fmilc and frown (like to Achilles'* fpear) 
Is able with the change to kill and cure. 
Here. is a hand to hold a fbepter up. 
And with the fame to a6l controlling laws : 
Give place ; by heav*o, thou (halt rule no more 
O'er him, whom heav*n created for thy ruler. 

Som, O monftrous traitor ! I arreft thee, York^ 
Of capital treafon 'gainft the King and crown r ' 
Obey, audacious traitor, kneel for grace. 

York. Sirrah, call in my fons to be my bail ; ( 1 2) 
Wouldft have me kneel ? Firft, let me alk of thefe. 
If they can brook I bow a knee to man. 
I know, ere. they will let me go to ward, 
They'll pawn their fwords for my enfranchifement. 

Q^Mar. Call hither Clifford^ bid him come amain. 
To fay, if that the baftard boys of York 
Shall be the furety for their traitor father. 

York. O blood-befpotted Neapolitan^ 
Out-caft of Naples^ England*^ bloody fcourge ! 

9 

(12) WouWp have me kneel ? Txrfi let me ask of thefe, 
If they can brook I bow a knee to man, 

Sir rat t call in my Sons to be my bail,"] As thefe Lines have hitherto 
ftood, I think the Senfe perplexed anH obfcure. I have ventured to 
tranfpofe them, and make a flight AllcxaUoiv, V>>| xV^ K!^">fv<:fc ^^ 'wk^ 
iaeenious Friend Mr. Tf^arlurfUx 
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The foivs of Tori, thy betters in their birth, 
Shall be their father's bail, and baic to thofe (13) 
That for my furety will refufe the boys. 

Enter Edward and Richard. 

See, where they come ; Til warrant, they'll makeitgood. 

Enter Clifford. 

Q^Mar, And here cemes Clifford, to deny their bail. 

Clif. Health and all happinefs to my Lord the King! 

York. I thank thee, Clifford-, fay, what news with thee ? 
Nay, do not fright us with an angi-y look : 
We are thy Sovereign, Chfford, kneel again ; 
For thy miftaking ft, we pardon thee. 

Clif, This is my King, Tork, I do not miftake ; 
But thou miftak'ft me much, to think I do ; 
To Bedlam with him, is the man grown mad ? 

K. Henry, Ay, Clifford, a Bedlam and ambitious humour 
Makes him oppofe himfelf againfl his King. 

Clif, He is a traitor, let him tg the Tonver, 
And crop away that fadious pate of his, ' 

Q^Mar. He is arrefted, but will not obey : 
His fohs, he fays, fhall give their words for him. 

Tork, Will you not, ions ? 

E, Plan* Ay,* noble father, if our words will ftrve. 

R, Plan, And if words will not, then our weapons fhall. 

Clif. Why, what a brood of traitors have we here f 

Tork. Look in a glafs, and call thy image fo. 
I am thy King, and thou a falfe-heart traitor ; 
Call hither to the Hake my two brave bears. 
That with the very fhaking of their chains 
They may aftonifh thefe fell-lurking curs ; 
Bid Salijlury and Warwick come to me-. 



(13) Shall he their Father^ s Bzil and Banc to tbofiy] Confidenng, 

how our Author loves fo play on Words fimllar in their Sound, but 

oppofite in their Si^mjication, \ make no Doubt but I have here re- 

ftDTcA his genuine Reading. Bale, (from whence our common Ad- 

Jc^ve, ^a/£/u/) /Jgnifies, Detriment, Ruin, Muf^rtuncy &:c% 

Enter 
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Enter the Earl of Warwick and Salifbury. 

Clif. Are thefe thy bears ? we'll bait thy bears to death. 
And manacle the bear-ward in their chains, 
If thou dar'jft bring them to the baiting-place. 

R, Plan, Oft have I feen a hot o'er-weening cur. 
Run back and bite, becaufe he was withheld ; 
Who, being fuiFer'd with the bear's fell paw. 
Hath clapt his tail between his legs and cry'd : 
And fuch a.piece of fervice will you do, 
Jf you oppofe yourfelves to match Lord Warwick. 

Clif. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigefted lump, 
A6 crooked in thy manners, as thy fhape. 

Tork. Nay, we ihall heat you thoroughly anon. 
C/Z/lTake heed, left by your heat you burn yourfelves. 
K. Henry. Why, War-wick, hath thy knee forgot to bow? 
Old Salijhury, 'fhame to thy filver hair. 
Thou mad mif-leader of thy brain-fick fon. 
What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the ruiEan, 
And feek for forrow with thy fpedlacles ? 
Oh, where is faith ? oh, where is loyalty ? 
If it be banifh'd from the frofty head. 
Where ihall it find a harbour in the earth ? 
Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, ' 

And fhame thine honourable age with blood ? 
Why, art thou old, and want'll experience ? 
Or wherefore doft abufe it, if thou haft it ? 
For fhame, in duty bend thy knee to me. 
That bows unto the grave with mickle age. 

Sal. My Lord, I have confider'd with myfelf 
The title of this moft renowned Duke ; \ 

And in my confcience do repute his Grace 
The rightful heir to England^ royal Seat. 

K. Henry, Haft thou notfworn allegianc^ unto me? 
Sal. I have. 

K. He, Canft thou difpenfe with heav'n for fuch an oath? 
Sal, It is great fin to fwear unto a fm ; 
But greater fin to keep a finful oath : 
V^ho can he bound by any folemtv vow 
To do a murd'rous deed, to rob a man, ^ 
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To force a fpotlefs virgin's chaflity. 
To* reave the orphan of his patrimony. 
To wring the widow from her cuftom'd right. 
And have no other reafon for his wrong, 
But that he was bound by a folemn oath ? 

Q^Mar. A fubtle traitor needs no fophifter. 

K. Henry. Call Buckingbamy arcl bid him arm himfelf. 

York, Call Buctingbatn and all the friends thou haft, s 
I am refolv'd for death or dignity. 

Old Cliff* The firfl: I waxrant thee ; if dreams prove true. 

War. You had beft go to bed and dream again. 
To keep thee from the tempeft of the field. 

Old Cliff. I am refolv'd to bear a greater ftorm 
Than any thou canfl conjure up to day ; 
And that I'll write upon thy Burgonet, 
Might I but know thee by thy Houfe's badge. 

War, Now by my father's badge, old NenfiW% crcft. 
The rampant bear chain'd to the rugged ftaiF, 
This ddy I'll wear aloft my Burgonet, 
(As on a mountain top the cedar fhews. 
That keeps his leaves in fpight of any florm,) 
Ev'n to aifright thee with the view thereof. 

Old Cliff, ^ And from thy Burgonet I'll rend thy bear, 
And tread it under foot with all contempt. 
Defpight the bear-.\^ard, that protects the bear. 

Y. Cliff, And fo to Arms, vidorious noble father. 
To quell the rebels and their complices. 

R, Flan, Fy, charity for fliame, fpeak not in fpight, 
Por you (hall fup with Tefu Chrift to-night. 

Y.Ci^.Foul iligmatick, that's more than thou canfl tell. 

R. Fian, If not in Heav'n, you'll furely fup in hell. 

\Exeunt fe'verallj, 

SCENE changes to a Field of Battle at St, Albans. 

Enter Warwick, 

War./^^Ljfford of Cumherlandy 'tis Warwick calls ; 
C-> -Audi/ thou doft not Vide lYvcc^TomxJDLtVsiwLtV 
'(Now when the angry trumptt fouxid* i\axta. 
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And dying mens' cries do fill the empty air,) 
Cltfprd, I fay, come forth and fight with me ; 
Proud northern Lord, Clifford of Cumberland^ 
Warwick is hoarfe with calling thee to arms. 

Emr York. 

War* How now, my noble Lord ? what all a-foot ? 

York. The deadly-handed Clifford flew my Steed : 
But match to match I have epcountred him. 
And made a prey for carrion kites and crows 
Ev*n of the bonny beaft he lov'd fo well. 

Enter Clifford. 

War. Of one or both of us th^ time is come. 

J^^r/f.Hold, Warwick: feek thee out (bme other chace. 
For I myfelf muft hunt this deer to death. 

War, Then nobly, nri; 'tis for a Crown thou fight'ft; 
As I intend, Clifford^ to thrive to day. 
It grieves my foul to leave thee unaflail'd. \Exit War 

Clif, What feeft thou in me, York ? why dofl thou 
paufe ? 

York. With thy brave bearing ihould I be in love. 
But that thou art fo faft mine enemy. 

Clif. Nor ftiould thy Prowcfs want praife and eftcem; 
But that 'tis ihewn ignobly, and in tieafon. 

York. So let it help me now againfl thy fword. 
As I in Juftice and true Right exprefs it. 

Clif. My foul and body on the adlion both !— 

York. A dreadful lay, addrefs thee inftantly. [Fight, 

Clif. La Jin couronne les cewvres. [Dies, 

York, Thus war hath given thee peace, for thou art ftill ; 
Peace with his foul, heav'n, if it be thy will. [Exit. 

Enter Young Clifford. 

Y. Clif. Shame and confufion ! all is on the rout : 
Fear frames diforder; and difordel* wounds. 
Where it ihould guard. O war I tlvou fotv ot \i€^^ 
Whom angry hesLv'n&do make their xim\fiu&x« 
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Throw in the frozen bofoms of our part 
Hot coals of vengeance. Let no foldier fly. 
He, that is truly dedicate to war. 
Hath no felf-loye ; for he, that loves himfelf. 
Hath not eflentially, but by circumftance. 

The name of valour. O let jhe vile world end, 

J [Seeing his dead father m 

And the premifed flames of the laft day 
Knit earth and heav'n together : 
Now let the general trumpet blow his blaft. 
Particularities and petty founds 
To ceafe ! Waft thou ordained, O dear father. 
To lofe thy youth in peace, and to atchieve 
The filver livery of advifed age : 
And in thy reverence, and thy chair-days, thus 
To die in ruffian battle ? Even at this fight 
My heart is turn'd to ftone ; and while 'tis mine. 
It ftiall be ftony. York not our old men fpares : 
No more will I their babes : Tears virginal 
Shall be to me even as the dew to fire ; 
And Beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims. 
Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. 
Henceforth I will not have to do with pity. 
Meet I an infant of the houfe of Tork, 
Into as many gobbits will I cut it, 
As wild Medea young Ahfyrtus did. 
In cruelty will I feek out my fame. 
Come, thou new ruin of old Clifford^ houfe : 
As did jEneas old Anchifes bear. 
So I bear thee upon my manly flioulders ; 
But then JEneas bare a living load, 
Nothing fo heavy as thefe woes of mine. 

[Exit hearing off" his Father. 

Enter Richard Plantagenet and Somerset, tojight. 

R, Plan. So, lie thou there : [Somerfet is killed. 

For underneath an ale-houfe' paltry Sign, (14) 

The 

(i^) For underneath an A'elouje paltry S:^n^ 
Tjbc CdRlc in St. Albans, Somerset 
HaiJ^ nadt tbt ^'iTiard fam^ui in bh DcatbA 
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The Caftk In St. Albans, Somer/et 
Hath made the Wizard famous in his death 5 
Sword, hold thy temper ; heart be wrathful flill : 
Priefts.pray for enemies, but Princes kill. 

[Exit Richard Plantagenet, 

light. Excurfions. .Enter King Henry, ^een Margaret, 
and others. 

Q^Mar. Away, myLord,you are flow ; fcrfliame, away, 
K./f^».Can we outrun tlieheav'ns! goodiMargWet, ftay, 
Q^M^r. What are you made of? you*ll not fight, nor fly: 
Now is it manhood, v^Jfdom and defence. 
To give the enemy way, and to fecure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly. 

[Alarm afar off. 
If you be ta*en, we then fliould fee the bottom 
Of all our fortunes; but if we haply fcape, 
(As well we may, if not through your neglcdl,) 
We fliall to London get, where you are lov'd ; 
Aiid where this breach, now in our fortunes made. 
May readily be llopt, 

Erjer Clifford. 

Clif. But that my heart's on future mifchief fet, 
J would fpeak blafphemy, ere bid you fly ; 
But fly you muft : incurable difcomfit 
Reigns in the hearts of all our prefent parts. 
Away, for your relief; and we will live 
To fee their day, and them our fortune give> 
Away, my Lord, away I . [Exma. 

The Death of Somerfet here accompllfhes that equivocal Predidtion 
given by Jtrdariy the Witch, concerning the Duke j which we met 
i¥ith at the Clofe of the Firft ^& of this Play ; 
Let himJhuK Caflles j 

Safer fhall he be upon the Jdthiy PlciinSf 

than 'wkcreQ2i^\^s, mownicA J fiand, 
i. e- the Reprefentation of a CjpSy mounted fcx ^ Sicn* 

Vol. V. E AU^^:«- 



1 



9? The Second Part, 6?r. 

Alarm. Retreat. Enter York, Richard PlantagencV 
Warwick, and Soldiers ivith Drum and Colours. 

York. Of Salijhuryf who can report of him ? 
That winter lion, who in rage forgets 
Aged contufions and all bruih of time; 
And like a Gallant in the brow of youth. 
Repairs him with occafion. This happy day- 
Is not itfelf, nor have we won one foot', 
liSaliJhury be loil. 

R, Plan. My noble father. 
Three times to day I holp him to his horfe. 
Three times beftrid him ; thrice I led him off, 
Perfuaded him from any. further a6t : 
But ilill, where danger was, ftill there I met him ; 
And, like rich hangings in a homely houfe. 
So was his Will in his old feeble body. 
But noble as he is, look, where he comes. 

Enter Salifbury. 

Sal, Now, by my fword, well haft thou fought to day j 
By th' Mafs, fo did we all. I thank you, Richard. 
God knows, how long it is I have to live ; 
And it hath pleas'd him, that three times to Auy 
You have defended mfe from imminent death. 
Well, Lords, we have not got That which we have j 
'Tis not enough our foes are this time fled, 
Being oppofites of fuch repairing nature. 

York. I know, our fafety is to follow them ; 
For, as I hear, the King is fled to London^ 
To call a prefent Court of Parliament. 
Let us purfue him, ere the Writs go forth. 
What fays Lord War^ick^ ftiall we after them ? 

IFar. After them ! nay, before. them, if we can. 
Now by my hand. Lords, 'twas a glorious day. 
St. Alban^s battle, won by famous Tork^ 
Shall be eterniz'd in all age to come. 
Sound drum and trumpets, and to London all. 
And more /iich days as tliefe to us b^ifall I {Exeunt, 
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KING Henry VI. 

Edward y Son to the King, and Prince of "Wales. 

^iy^Soin?rfer-' -■ *^-**' - 

Earlo 

hon 

Earl of Richmond, a Youth, afterwardi King Henry VII. 

Richard^, Duke of Vork. 

Edward, eldeft Son to the Duke cf York., aftenvardi King Edward"! V. 

George, Duke of Clarence, jecond Son to the Duke of York, * 

Richard, Duke of Gloucefter, third Son to the Duke of York, after' 

wards /T/ffg" Richard III. 
Edmund, Earl of Rutland, youngejl Son fo the Duke of York. 
Duke of Norfolk, 
Marquis of Montague, 
£tfr/o/* Warwicki 

J?tfr/o/ Salisbury, ^ Of the Duke of York's Party, 

Earl of Pembroke, 
Lord Hastings, . 
Lord Stafford, 

Sir William Stanley, aftcrioards Earl of Derby. 
Lord Rivers, Brother to the Lady Gray. 
Sir John Montgomery. 
Lieutenant of the Tower. 
Mayor ©/"Coventry. 
Mayor and Aldermen of York. 
Somerville. 

Humphry tfm/ Si nklo, two Hutttjmen, 
Lewis, King of Fraace. 
Bourbon, Admiral of France. 
^^uetn Margaret, 
Bona, Sifter to the French King. 
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|. SoUkrs and of her Attendants on King Henry, ondKing^ 
. Edward, 

Jn Part of the Third JSi^ the Scene is laid in France ; 
during all the rejl of the Plcy^ in England. 
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SCENE, London. 

jflarm. Enter Duke of York, Edward, Richard, ' 
Norfolk, Montague, Warwick, and SMers. 

Warwick. 
JMr3^^"^Wonder, . how the King efcapM our hands ! 
^ . ^ York. While we piirfu'd the horfemen oF' 
« y^ -the north. 
W Tf^ ^ ^^ ^^^y ^^^^ away and left his men : 
"^ ' ^^ Whereat the gr^at Lord of Northutnherlandt, 
Whofe warlike ears could ho^^er brook retreat, 

ri) The- Third Part of King Henry VI.] The a ft ion of this Play 
fwnich was at firft printed under this Title, ThetrueTragedyofKiQlx^xA 
D-^ke of York, ard the gcod AT. Henry Vlth : cr, the Second Part of . 
the Contention of York and Lancaftcr) opens juft after the firft Battle 
at St. AlbanSy wherein the Tork Faftion carried the day; and clofe* 
with the Murder of K.. Henry VI, and the Rivtix of Putvtt. Ednward- 
zix^Twards King Edivard V. So that Oais liv&.Qi'^ X^V.^^ 'w 'Oca 
Space of full fixicen Years. 

E 3 CV:^^^ 
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Chear'd up the dieopiiig army ; and himMf, 
Lord CItford, and Lord Staghrdy all a-breaft, 
Charg'd oar main battle's front ; and> breaking i». 
Were by the fwords of common foldiers ilain. 

Ed^u. Lord Stafford*s father, "Dxxkt ,o£ Buckih^hiOty 
Is either flain or wounded dang'rouily. 
I cleft his -beaver with a downright blow : 
That this is true» father, behold his blood. 

Mont. And brother, here's the Earl of ^//^iVs blood | 
Whom I encounter'd, as the battles join'd ; 

Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did.-^— 
[Throwing do^wn the Duke of SomerfetV Head* 

Tori. Richard hath beft deferv'd of all my Sons : 
Is his .Grace dead, my Lord of Sotner/et ? 

Nor/, Such Hope have all the Line of John of Gaunff 

Rich. Xhuis .do i hope xo ihake £ing Miuvy'^ Jicad* - 

War. And fo do I. Vifterious Prince ot Tor k^ 
Before I fee thee feated in -that Throne, 
Which now the Houfe of Lancafter ufurps, 
I vow by heav'n, thefe eyes fhall iiever clofe. 
This is the jpalace of that fearful King, 
And this the TCgal Seat ; poiTefs it, Yttrk ; 
For this is thine, and not King Henry^s heirs*^ 

Tori, Afliil me then, fweet Warwick^ and I will ; 
For hither we have broken in by force. 

Norf, We'll all aflift you ; he, that flies, fliall die. 

Tork, Thanks, gentle Norfolk ; ftay by me, my Lords, 
And, foldiers, fiay and lodge by me this night. 

[fhefgoup. 

War, And when the King comes, ofler him no violence; 
Unleis he feek to thruft you out by force. 

Tork, The Queen this day here holds herParliamcnt^ 
But little thinks, we fhall be of her Council ; 
> By wo^ds or blows here let us win our Right. 

Rich. Arm'd as we are, let's ftay within this houfe. 

War. The bloody Parliament fhall this be call'd, 
Unlefs Plantagenety Duke of Tork^ be King ; 
And bafhfiil Henry depos'd ; whofe cowardife 
H$tb xaad^ u$ By-words to our enemiec* 



King Henry VI. 103 

Tork, Then leave me not; my Lords, be rcfolutc ; 
I mean to take pofTeffibn of my Right. 

TFar, Neither the King, nor he that loves him beft. 
The prondcil he that holds up Lancafler^ 
Dares ftir a wing, if Warnjukk (hake his bells. 
I'll plant Plantagenefy rOot him up, who dare : 
Refolve thee, Richard \ claim the Englijh crown. 

Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland, Weft- 
morland, Exeter, and others. 

K. Henry. My Lords, look where the fturdy rebel fits, 
Ev*n in the chair of flate ; belike, he means 
(Back'd by the power of Warw^icky that falfe Pee r,) 
T' afpire unto the crown, and reign as King. 
Earl of Northumberland, y he flew thy father : 
And thine, hoxA Clifford '^ and you vow'd revenge 
On him, his fobs, his fav'rites, and his friends. 

North* If I be hot, heav'ns be reveng'd on me ! 

Cltf, The hope thereof makes Clifford moutn in fteel. 

^^. What, inall we fuffer thir? let's pluck him down ; 
My heart for anger burns, I cannot brook it. 

K. Henry, Be patient, gentle Earl of IVefi'morland. 

Clif,. Patience is for poltroons, and fuch is he: 
He durft "not fit there, had your father liv'd. 
My gracious Lord, here in the Parliment 
Let us afiail the family of TorL 

North, Well haft thou fpoken, coufin, be it fb. 

K. Henry. Ah ! know you hot, the city favours them, 
And they have troops of fqldiers at their beck? 

Exe, But when the Dake is (lain, they'll quickly fly. 

K. Hen, Far be the thought 6f this from Henry % heart. 
To make a Shambles of the Parliament-hoafe. 
CoMfiTk oi Exeter y frowns, words and threats. 
Shall be the war that Henry mean^ to ufe. 
Thou fadious Duke of Torkf defcend my throne ; 

{To the Duh. 
And kneel for grace and mercy at my f;;tl : 
I am thy Sovereign. 

/W. Tboa'Tt decirivM, I^m^OaS^ei 

E 4 ^*^ 
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Ext. For fhame come down ; he made theeDuke o^Ym-k. 

Tork, 'Twas my inheritance, as the kingdom is. 

£xe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown. 

fFar, Exeter 9 thou art a traitor to the crown ^ 
In following this ufarping Henrj^, 

Clif. Whom fhould he follow, but his natural King \ 

War, TtuQ, Cli/or J ; and that's RicH^ar^Duke oi Tork^ 

K. Hen. And fhall I l!and, and thou fit in my Throne ? 

Tcrk, It muft and fhall be fo, content thyfelf^ 
- War. Be Duke of Lancafter^ let him be King. 

Weft. He is both King, and Duke of Lancafter \ 
And that the Lord of Weftmorland fhall maintain. 

War. And War*wick fhall difprove it. You forget^ 
That we are thofe, which ckas*d you from the fields 
And flew your fathers, and with colouts fpread 
March'd through the city to the palaee-gates. 

North. No, Wariuick, I remember it to my grief. 
And, by his foul, thou and thy houfe ihall rue it. 

Weft. Plantagenet^ of thee and thefe thy fons. 
Thy kinfmen and thy friepds. Til have more lives,. 
Than drops of blood were in my father's veins. 

Clif. Urge It no more ; left that, inftead of words, 
I fend thee, Wer^tcky fuch a meflfenger. 
As fhall revenge his death before I ftir. 

War. Poor Cliford! how I fcorn his worthlefs threats^^; 

Tork. Will you, we fhew our title to the crown ? 
If not, our fwords fhall plead it in the field. 

K. Henry. What title haft thou, traitor, to the crown ? 
Thy father was, as thou art, Duke of York \ 
Thy grandfather Roger Mortimer ^ Earl of March. 
I am the fon o^ Henry the Fifth, 
Who made the Dauphin and the French to ftoop. 
And feiz'd upon their towns and provinces. 

War. Talk not o£ France ^ fith thou haft loft it all. 

K. Henry. The Lord Protedor loft it, and not I ^ 
When I wa$ crown 'd, I was but nine months old. 

Rich. You are old enough now, and yet, methinks, 
you- lofe: 
JFather, tear fhe crown from the ufurper*s head. 
^4kv. Sweet /ath^n do fo > i^VW ou^oux V^a^A. 
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Mont. Good brother, as thou lov'ft and honour'fl arnjs,^ 
Let's fight it out^' and not Hand cavilling thus. 

Rich. SbiHui drums and trumpets,and the King will fly. ^ 
Tork, Sons, peace. 

K. Hen\ Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to fpeak. 
War. Plantagenet fhall {peak firft : hear him. Lords, 
And be you fiient and attentive too ; 
For he, that iiiterrupts hini, fhall not live. . 

K. /T.Think'ft thou, that I-will leave my kingly throne^^ 
Wherein my erahdfire and my father fat ? 
No : firft fhall war unpeople this my realm ; 
Ay, and their colours,. often borne in France y 
And now in Englemd to our heart's great forrow. 
Shall be my winding fhect : why faint you. Lords ? 
My title's good, and better far than his. 

fFar. Butprote it, Henry ^ and thou fhalt be King. 
K. Henry, Henry the Fourth by conquefl got the crown.- 
Tork, 'Twas by rebellion againfl his King. 
K. Henry, I know not what to fay, my title's weak : 
Tell me, may not a King adopt an heir ? 
TorL What then-f 

K. Henry. And if he may, th^n am I lawful King ;: 
For Richardy in the view of ^lany Lords, 
Refign'd the crown to Henry the Fourth ;- 
Whofe heir my. father was, and I am his^. 

York. He rofe againft him, being his Sovereign,- 
And made him to refign his crown perforce. 

War, Suppofe, my Lords, he did it uneonftrain'd,, 
Think you, 'twere prejudicial to his crown? 

Exe, No, for he could not fo refign his crown. 
But that the next heir fhould fucceed and reign. 
K. Henry, Art thou againft us, Duke of Exeter? 
Exe, His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
3l?ri.- Why whifper you, my Lords, and anfwer not ?-^ 
Exe, My conicience tells me, he is lawful King. 
lL,Henry, All will revolt from me, and turn to him.. 
North, Plantagenety for all the claim thou lay'fl. 
Think not, that Henry fhall be fo depos'd. 
War^Depos'dhe ihall be, in de^m^toi>5^ft^» 

E 5 ^ "* Kcttb. 
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Nort/:^. Thou art deceived : 'tis not thy foutbern power 
Of EJix, Norfolk, SuJoU, nor of KenU 
Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and p^oud^ 
Can fet the Duke up in defpight of me« 

Cltf King Henry, be thy title right or wrpng» 
liOrd Clt/hr^ voy/s to fight in thy £fence; 
May that eround gape» and fw^llow ipe aliv^* 
Where I ihall t^neel to hini, tlcat (lew my father \ 

K. Henry. Oh Chford, how thy wor4« reviv^my heart I 

Tor k. Henry oi Lana^er, reiign thyciown: 
What mutter you, or what confpire you. Lords I 

H^ar, Do right unto this princely Duke of Tork^ 
Or I will fill Uiis houfe with armed men ; 
And» o'er the chair of date, where now he fiu. 
Write up his title with ufurping blood. . 

[He ft amps <witb bis foot, and the foldiers Jhf^n thmfshteu 

K. Hen* My Lord of Warwick,, hear me but one word ; 
Let me but reign in quiet, while I live. 

York. Confirm the crown to me and to mine h^i^Si^ 
And thou (halt reign in (juiet while thou liv'fl. 

K. Henry* I am content :. Ricbard Plantagenet,, 
^njpy the kingdom after my deceafe.^ 

CUf. What wrong is this unto the Priwre your fon I 

War. What good is this to England and himfelf ? 

Weft. Bafe, fearful and defpairing Henry ! 

Clif. How haft thou injured both uiyfelt and us \ 

Weft. I cannot Hay to hear thefe articles. 

Korib. Nor I. 

Clif. Come cou.fin, let us tell the Queen thefe newt* 

Weft. Farewel, faint-hearted and degen'rate King» 
In whofe cold blood no fpark of honour 'bides. 

Notb. Be thou a prey unto the houfe of York i 
And die in bands for this unipanly deed. ! 

Clif In dreadful war may'fl thou be overcome. 

Or live in peace abandon'd and defpis'd I— 

\Exeuni Nor. Clif. Weftin- 

War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them not. 
- vfjT. Thtyi^^'s;. revenge, and therefore will not yield.. 



King Henry VI. 107 

War. Why (hould you figh, my Lord ? 

K. Kenry. Not for myfelF, Lord Warwick^ but my foa } 
Whom I unnaturally fhall difinherit. 
But be it, as it may; I here entail 
The crown to thee, and to thine heirs for ever; 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 
To ceafe this civil war ; and, whilH I live. 
To honour me as thy King and Sovereign: 
Neither by treafon nor hoftility 
To feek to put me down, and reign th"felf. 

Tork, This oath I willingly take, and will perform. 

fVar. Long live K^ng Henry ! Plant agenet^ embrace him* 

K. Hen. And long live thou, and thefe thy forward fons ? 

Tork. Now fork and Lancajier are reconcil'd, 

Exe, Accurft be he, that feeks to make them foes ! 

\Sennet. Here they come donun* 

Tork. Farewel, my gracious Lord, PU to my caftk. 

War. And Pll keep Z^Wc/r with my foldiers. 

Noif, And I to Norfolk with my followers. 

Mont, And I unto the fea, from whence I came. 
[Exeunt^oxV, Warwick, Norfolk /z»^ Montague. 

JK. Henry. And I with grief and forrow to the court. 

Enter the S^ueeny and the Prince of ^2Xt%. 

Exe. Here comes the Queen, whofe looks bewray her 
anger : 
I'll fteal away. 

K. Henry. So, Exeter^ will L \Goimg. 

^en. Nay, go not from mfe ; I will follow thee 

K. Henry. Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will ftay. 

^ueen. Who can be patient in fuch extreams ? 
Ah, wretched man ! would I had dy*d a maid, * 
And never feen thee, never borne thee fon. 
Seeing thou haft prov'd fo unnatural a father. 
Hath he deferv'd to lofe his birth-right thus? 
Hadft thou but lov'd him half fo well as I, 
Or felt that pain which I did for him oivc^^ 
Oraoarifht him, as I did, with mv \Aoo^\ 
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Thou wouldft have left thy deareft heart-blood there. 
Rather than made that favage Duke thine heir. 
And difinherited thine only fon. 

Prince. Father, you cannot difinherit me : 
If you be King, why fhould not I fucceed ? 

K. Hen* Pardon me, M'ar^ret ; pardon me, fweet fon ; 
The Earl oiWar<wick and the Duke enforc'd me. 

^. Enforced thee ? art thou King, and wilt be forc'd ?. 
X fhame to hear thee fpeak ; ah, tim'rous wretch ! 
Thou haft undone thyfelf, thy fon, and me; 
And gjven. unto the houfe of York fuch head. 
As thou (halt reign hut by their fufFerance, 
To entail him and's heirs uHto the crown. 
What is it but to make thy fepulchre. 
And creep into it far before thy time ? 
Wamjo\€k is Chancellor, and the Lord of C/zAr/V ; 
Stern Faukonhridge commands the narrow feas f 
The Duke is made Protedorof the realm ; 
And yet (halt thou be fefe ? — fuch fafety finds 
The trembling lamb, invironed with wolves.. 
Had 1 been there, which am a filly woman. 
The, foldiers Ihould have tofs'd me on their pikes^ 
Sefore I would have granted to that aft. 
But thou preferr'ft thy life before thine honour.: . 
And, feeing thou doA, I here divorce myfelf 
Both from thy table, Henry ^ and thy bed. ;^ 
T?ntil that adl ©f parliament bd repealed, 
"Whereby my fon is difmherited. 
The northern Lords, that have forfw43rn thy coloursy. 
Will follow mine, if once they fee them fpread : 
And fpread they fliall be, to thy fouj difgrace. 
And utter ruin of the houfe of York, 
Thus I do leave thee; come, fon, let's away;. 
Our army's ready ; come, we'll aftex them. 

K. Henry. Stay, gentle Margaret ^ and hear mcfpeak.^ 
j^.Thou haft fpoke too much already ; get thee gone. 
K. Hemj. Gentle fon Edward, thou wilt ftay with me ? 

^een. Ay, to be murder'd by his enemies • 

- £rjljxce^ When I peturn with viftorv from, the field, 
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FU fee your Grace ; till then I'll follow her. 
^W^. Come, fon, away; we may not linger thus. 

[Exeunt ^een and Prince^ 
. K. Henry, Poor Queen, how love to me and to her fon 
Hath made her break out into terms of rage 1 
Rcveng'd may (he be on that hateful Duke, 
Whofe haughty fpirit, winged with defire. 
Will cofl my crown ; and, like an empty eagle. 
Tire on the flefh of me and of my fon ! 
The lol's of thofe three Lords torments my heart; 
I'll write unto them, and in treat them fair ; 
Come, coufm, you (hall be the mc/Tenger. 
Exe, And, d9 I hope, Ihall reconcile them all. 

[Exeunt •. 

SCENE changes to Sandal- Ctf/7/e?, near Wake., 
field, in Yorklhirc. 

Ent-er Richard, Edward, and Montague. 

J?/Vi&.T3Rother, though I be youngeft, give me leave,> 
J3 Edw, No, I carl better play the orator. 
Mont. But I have reafons ftrong and forcible. 

E^iter the Duke of York.. 

York, Why how now, fons and brother, at a ftrife ? 
What is your quairel ? how began it firft ? 

Edw. No quarrel, but a fweet contention. (2) 

Tork. About what? 

Rich. About that,, which concerns your Grace and us f; 
The crown oi England^ father; which is yours. 

York. Mine, boy ? not 'till King Henry be dead. 

ii/Vi&.Your right depends not on his life or death. 

(a) N* Sfuarrel, but a flight Contention. J Thus the Players, firfl-, 
im their Edition ; who did not underfland, I prefume, the ^rcs of 

the Epithet, in. the old S^uartot which I have reftored; fweet 

Contention, i. e. the Argument of their DvC^xxU>n^% >k^w ^ ^^!«&<^- 
Topidci the Q^ciHoa o£ their ¥uhei'» '\mmt^v»SA '^v^^. ^» "^^ 
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EdtAj, Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now : 
By giving th' houfe of Lancafter leave to breathe, 
It will out-run you, father, in the end. 

York. I took an oath that he fhould quietly reign. 

Ediv, But for a kingdom any oath may be broken : 
I'd break a thoufand oaths to reign one year. 

Rich, No ; God forbid, your Grace fhould be ferfwom. 

York. I fh^ll he, if I claim by open" war. 

Rich, ril prove the contrary, if you'll hear me (peak* 

York. Thou can'ft not, fon ; it is impoffible. 

Rich. An oath ii of no moment, being not took 
Before a true and lawful magiflrate ; 
That hath authority o'er him, that fwear*. 
Henry had none ; but did ufurp the place. 
Then, feeing 'twas he that made you to depofe,. 
Your oath, my Lord, is vain and frivolous ; 
Therefore, to arms : and, father, do but think 
How fweet a thing it is to wear a crown \ 
Within whofe circuit is Elyfium^ 
And all that Poets feign of blifs and joy. 
Why do we linger thus ? I cannot reft. 
Until the white rofe, that I wear, be dy'd 
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henryh heart* 

York. Richard^ enough :* I will be King, or die- 
Brother, thou (halt to hpndon prefently. 
And whet on War^wick to this enterprize. 
Thou, Richardy fhalt to th' Duke o{ Norfhlk go,, 
And tell him privily of our intent. 
You, Ed-ward,, ihall unto my Lord Cohham^ 
With whom the Kentijhmen will willingly rife* 
In them I truft ; for they are foldiers, 
Wealthy and courteous, liberal, full of fpirit* (3) 

Whik 

(3) Witty, courteous, libiral, fuli of Spirit.'] What a bleffed bar-, 

monious Line have the Editors ^iven us, and what a promifihg 

Spitbet, in York!^ behalf, from the Kentifimen being fo vfittyf I 

cannot be fo partial, however, to my' own Country, as to kt this Com- 

j^imeat pafs, I make ao doubt to read j 

' F(fr thy are Soldiers, 
Wea/tAjr, aju/ cwrteotu, liherai, full of Sf'iriu 
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While you arc thus cmploy'd, what refteth mpro 
But that I feek occaiion how to rife ? 
And yet the King not privy to my drifts 
Nor any of the houfe of Lancafter. 

Enter Mejenger. 

But flay, what news ? why com'ft thou in fuch poft f 

GahJTYic Queen, with all the northern Earls and Lords^ 
Intend here to befiegc you in your caille. 
She is hard by> with twenty thoufand men ^ 
And therefore fortify your hold, my Lord. 

Tork. Ay, with my fword. What ! thihk'ft thou^ 

that we fear them ? 
Edward and Richard^ you Ihall flay with me ;, 
My brother Montague mail poft to London, 
I^t noble Wariuicky Cobhatrty and the reft^ 
Whom we have left Proteftors of the King, 
With powerful policy flrengthen themfelves. 
And truft not fimple Henry nor his oaths, 

Mmu Brother, I. go ; Til win them, fear it not. 
And thus moft humbly I do take my leave. 

{Exit Montague^ 

EnUr Sir John Mortimer, acd Sir Hugh Mortimer, 

fork. Sir Jo^n and Sir Hugh Mortimer^ mine Unclea„ 
You are come to Safidal in a happy hour. 
The army of the Queen means to befiege us. 

Sirjihn, She fhall not need, we'll meet her in the field. 

Tori^ What, with five thoufand men ? 

Rich. Ay, with Eve hundred, father, for a need. 
A woman's general ; what fhould we fear ? 

[J March afar ojf^ 



Vow theie five Charadlerifticks anfwer to Loxd ^<i^*s Defcriptlon of 
them JD the preceeding Play. 

Kent, in the Cmrnentaries Caefar vorit^ 

Js firmed tbe civjl'ft Plactin all thii lj« \ 

nf JPfof^^ Ub&sdx valiant, ^Sant^ >ii«a^> 

1*^ 
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Ed^w. I hear their drums : let's fet our men in order. 
And iflue forth and bid them battle ftrait. 

TorA, Five men to twenty ! though the odds be greats 
I doubt not. Uncle, of our viftory. 
Many a battle have I won in France^ 
When as the enemy hath been ten to one : 
Why fhould I not now have the like fuccefs ? 

[Alarm, Exeunt^ 

SCENE, k Fuld of Battle betwixt Sandal-Cg/a^ 
and Wakefield. 

Enter Rutland and his Tutor. 

Rut. \ H, whither fhall I fly, to *fcape their hands/ 
jf\. Ah, Tutor, look, where bloody CUffbrdcomcs, 

Enter Clifford, and Soldiers. 

Clif. Chaplain j away F thy priefthood fares thy life;. 
As for the brat of this accurfed Duke, 
Whofe father flew my father, he fhall die. 
* Tutor. And I, my Lord, will bear him company, 

Clif. Soldiers, away,, and drag him hence perforce. 

Tutor. Ah ! Clifford, murder not this innocent child. 
Left thou be hated both of God and man, 

{Exit J drafd off.. 

Clif. How now I is he dead already ? or, is it feat 
That makes him clofe his eyes ? Pll open them. 

Rut. So looks the pent-up Lion o'er the wretch ., 

That trembles under his devouring paws ; 
And fo he walks infulting o'er his prey. 
And fo he comes to rend his limbs afunder. 
Ah, gentle Clifford^ kill me with thy fword,. 
And not with fuch a cruel threatning look. 
Sweet Clifford, hear me fpeak before I die : 
J am too mean a fubjeft of thy wrath, 
£e thou revenged on men, and \et me \iv^. 
C///:in vain ^oDipeak'ft>.pporboy ; m^ i^\ixtT*%ViVock\ 
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Hath llopt the paffage where thy words Ihould enter. 

Rut, Then let my father's blood open't again ; 
He. is a man, and, Cliffordy cope with him. 

CUf. Had I thy brethren here, their lives and thine. 
Were not revenge fufiicieat for me : 
No, if I digg'd up thy forefather's graves. 
And hung their rotten coffins up in chains. 
It could not ilack mine ire, nor eafe my heart. 
The fight of any of the houfe of Tork^ 
Is as a fury to torment my foul : 
And till I root out their accurfed line. 
And leave not one alive> I live in hell. 
Therefore 

Rut. O le*: me pray, before I take my death: 
T6 thee I pray fweet. C//^r^, pity me. 

CUf. Such pity as my rapier's point affords. 

Rut, I never did thee harm ; why wilt thou flay me t 

CUf. Thy father hath. 

Rut. But 'twas ere I was born. 
Thou haft one fon, for his fake pity me ; 
Left in revenge thereof, (ftth God is juft) 
He be as miierably (lain as I. 
Ah, let me live in prifon all my days. 
And when I give occaiion of offence. 
Then let me die, for now thou haft no caufe. 

Clif. No caufe ? 
Thy father flew my father, therefore die. 

[Clifford /<?^j him^ 

Rut. Diif octant i laudis fummafit ifta tua ! [2>/«.' 

CUf. Rlantazenety I come, Flantagenet ! 
And this thy ion's blood cleaving to my blade 
Shall ruft upon my weapon, till' thy blood, 
Congeal'd. with this> do make me wipe off both. \Exit* 

Alarm. Enter Richard Duke of York. 

York. The army of the Queen hath got the field : 
My Uncles both are flain in refcuing me. 
And all my followers to the eager fo^ 
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Turn back, and fly like (hips before the wind. 

Or .lambs purfu'd by hunger-ftarved wolves. 

My Tons, God knows, what hath bechanced them ? 

But this I know, they have demean'd themfelves 

Like men born to renown, by life or death. 

Three times did Riclfard make a lane to me. 

And thrice cry *d, Coarage, father! fight it out ^ 

And full as oft came E^ard to my fide. 

With purple falchion painted to the nilt 

In blood of thofe that had encounter'd him : 

And when the hardieft warriors did retire, 

Richard cry'd. Charge 1 and give no foot of ground | 

And cry'd, a crown, or elfe a glorious tomb, 

A fcepter or ah earthly fepulchre. 

With this we charg'd again j but out ! alas. 

We bodg'd again ; as 1 have feen a fwan 

WiA b<K)tlefs labour fwiln againft the tide, 

And fpend her flrength with ovcr-mitching waves. 

[Jflfort iSarm witiis^ 
Ah ! hark, the fatal followers do purfue. 
And I am faint and cannot fly thdir fury. 
And were I ttrong, I would not Ihun their fury. 
The fands are nwhber'd, that make up thy life ; 
Here mufl I flay, «nd here my life xhttft end. 

tnter the ^en^ Clifford, Northumberland, thiPrinu 
of Wales, and $ioJdiers. 

Come, bloody Clifford^ rough Northumherlandi 

I dare your qaenchlefs fury to more rage : 

I ap y out" butt, and I abide yotrr fhot. 

North, Yield to our mercy, proud Flantagenet, 
Clif. Ky^ to itich mercy ^ his ruthkfe arm 

With downright payment lhew*d unto my father. 

Now PhaetfmMAiL tumbled from his car, , 

And made an evening at the noon-tide prick. 
Titrk. My afties, as tfc Pheenix, may bring fortU 

A bird that will revenge upon you all : 
Aadia that hope I tlU^w n>ii» tycs to hcav'n, 
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Scorning whatever you can a£ii6k me with. 

Why come you not ? what ! multitudes amd fear ? 

CUf. So- cowards fight, when thejr can fly no farther | 
So Doves do peck the Faulcoh's piercing talons j 
So dcfp'rate thieves, all hopelefs of their lives. 
Breathe out invectives *gainft the officers. 

York. Oh Clifford^ but bethink thee once again» 
And in thy thought o*er-run my former time ; 
And, if thou canft for blufhing, view this face. 
And bite thy tongue that flanders him with cowardiic» 
Whofe frown hath made thee faint, and fly ere this. 

Clif. I will not bandy with thee, word for word. 
But buckle with thee blows twice two for one. 

^cn. Hold, valiant C//^r//; for a thoufand caufes 
I would prolong a while the traitor's life : 
Wrath makes him deaf; fpeak thou, Northumherlanii. 

North, Hold, Clifford ; do not honour him fo mttcl^ii 
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart. 
What valour weie it, when a cur doth grin. 
For one to thruft his hand between his teeth, - 
When he might fpurn him with his foot away"? 
It is war's pnze to take all Vantages ; 
And ten to one is no impeach of valour. 

Clif. Ay, ay, fo llrivcs the woodcock with the gku 

North, So doth the cony ftruggle in the net. 

tin the Struggle Vork is taken Prifonir, 
, thieves upon their conquered bootyi 
80 true men yield, with robbers fo o'*er-madit. 
A'iw. What would your Grace have done unto him now I 
^ueen. Brave warriors, Clifford and Nortbumberlandu 
Come make him (land upon this mole-hill here ; 
'That raught at mountains with out-ftretched arms. 
Yet parted tmt the fhadow with his hand. 
What ! was it you, that would be England*s King I 
Was't you, that revell'd in our Parliament, 
And niade a preachment of your high defcent ? 
Where are your mefs of (bns to back you now. 
The wanton Edwardy and the lufty George^ 
And wken^'4 that valiant crook-back'd jj^rodi^^ 
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Dicky your boy, that with his grumbling voice ^ 

Was wont to cheer his Dad in mutinies ? 

Or, with the reft, where is your darling Rutland? 

Look, York ; I ftain'd this napkin with the bloody 

That valiant Clifford with his rapier's point 

Made iflue from the bofom of the boy :- 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 

Abs ! poor York ; but that I hate thee deadly, 

I fhould lament thy miferable ftate. 

I pr'ythee, grieve, to make me merry, York, 

What, hath thy fiery heart fo parcht thine en;*- is. 

That not a tear can fall for Rutland^s death ? 

Why art thou patient, man ? thou (hoi-ldlt be • isd ^ 

And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus : 

Stamp, rave and fret, that I may fmg and dance.. 

Thou wouldft be fee'd, I fee, to make me fport : 

York cannot fpeak, unlefs he wear a crown. 

A crown for 2^<7ri— and. Lords, bow low to him : 

Hold you his hands^ whilft I do fet it on. 

[Putting a Paper Croivn on bis beadl 
Ay, marry. Sir, now looks he like a King : 
Ay, this is. he, that took King Henryh chair ; 
And this is he, was his adopted heir. 
But how is it, that great Plantagenet 
Is crown*d fo foon, and broke his folemn oath ? 
As I bethink me, you fhould not be King 
Till our King Henry had (hook hands with death. 
And will you pale your head in Henry's glory. 
And rob his temples of the diadem. 
Now in his life, againft your holy oath ?" 
Oh, ^tis a fault too" too unpardonable : " 

Off with the crown ; and with the crown^ his headr 
And whilft- we breathe, take time to do him dead. 

Clif, That- is my office, for my father's fake. 

^een. Nay, ftay, let's hear the oraifons he makes. 

York. She-wolf of France^ but worfe than wolves of 
France^ 
Who& tcmguc more poifons than xk^ ^iddei'i tooth ! 
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How ill befeeming is it in thy fex 

To triumph, like an Amazonian trull, 

Upon their woes, whom fortune captivates ? 

But that thy face is, vizor-like, unchanging, 

Made impudent with ufe of evil deeds, , 

I would afTay, proud Queen, to make thee blufli. 

To tell thee whence thou cam'ft, of whom deriv'd, 

Were fhame enough to ihame thee, wert thou not 

fhamelefs : 
Thy father bears the type of King of Naf-Ies, 
Of both the Skils and Jemfalem, 
Yet not {o wealthy as an Englijh yeoman. 
Hath that poor monarch taught thee to infult : 
It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud Queen, 
Unlefs the adage muft be verify'd, 
** That beggars, mounted, run tlieir horfe to death.*' 
'Tis beauty, that doth oft make women pioud; 
But, God, he knows, thy fhare th.rcof is fmall. 
'Tis virtue, that thth make them mod admir'd ; 
Tht contrary doth make thee wouilcrM at. 
'Tis government, that makes them feem divine; 
The want thereof makes thee abominable. 
Thou art as oppofite to every good. 
As the antipodes are unto us. 
Or as the fouth to the Septentricx, 
Oh, tyger's heart wrapt m a woman's hide ! 
How couldd thou drain the life-blood of the child. 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withal. 
And yet be feen to wear a woman's face ? 
Women are foft, mild, pitiful and flexible ; 
Thou ftern, obdurate, flinty, rough, rcmorfelefsi 
Bidft thou mc rage ? why, now thou hail thy wifh. 
Wouldft have me weep ? why, now thou haft thy will. 
For raging wind blows up inceflant fhow'rs. 
And when the rage allays, the rain begins. 
Thefe tears are my fweet Rutlan<P% obfequies ; 
And ev'ry drop cries vengeance for his death. 
*Gainft thee, fell CUff(n'd\ and thee, falfe French woman, 
Aiir/A Beihretvine, bat his p^fiioi\s iao\^m't^ti\ 
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That hardly can I check mine eyes from tears. 

Tori. That face of his 
The hungry Canibals would not have touch'd. 
Would not nave ftain'd the rofes juic*d with blood : (4) 
But you are more inhuman, more inexorable. 
Oh ten times more, than tygers of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthlefs Queen, a haplefs father's tears : 
This cloth thou dip'ft in blood of my fweet boy. 
And I with tears do waih the blood away. 
Keep thou the napkin, and go boaft of this j 
And, if thou teirft the heavy ftory right. 
Upon my foul, the hearers will (hed tear5. 
Yea, even my foes will (bed fad-falling tears. 
And fay, " Alas, it was a piteous deed !*'— 
There, take the crown ; and with the crown, my curfe*^ 
And in thy need fuch pomfort come to thee, 
As now I reap at thy too cruel hand ! 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world, 
- My foul to heav'n, my blood upon your heads. 

North, Had he been flaughter-m^an to all my kin^ 
I fhould not for my life but weep with him, 
To fee how inly forrow gripes his foul. 

^een. What, vvceping-ripe, my Lord Norlhumherlattd? 
Think but upon the wrong he did us all, 
And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 

(4) Would n$t have ftainJ the Rofes juft vtitb £Iqpd.] This Read- 
ing we derived from the 2d Fafi$ Edition. The old ^uartt and 
the ift Fdio Impreffion exhibit the PalTage thus. 

'^bat Face 9/ bis the bungry Canibals 

JVwld not have UucFd, vf$uM net bave Jiain^'d 'voitb Blo»d» 

But how are we to tmderftand, Statning tbe Rofes juft rvitb Blo$d^ 
Can the Poet mean,, that the Canibals wou*d not hzvt jujl ftain*d 
the Rofes in his Cheeks with Blood ; The Pofition of the Worda 
18 forcM, to adfflit of this ConftruAion : and, jtift, feems a very idk 
lExpletive. The ConjeAore, with which I have reftor*d the Text, 
J think, retrieves the Poet*s Thought. ' 

Hf^euU mt b^oeftaindtbt Refit joicM ^itb Shod* 
i.e, would not have fpiit that Blood, wVxofe Juvtwftvoi^t ^x^i\^^V\\ 
J^owig Chttks, bright as Ike VeiK^iQ&D^e i&^w^ic^^ 
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Clif, Here's for my oath, here's for my father's death. 

f^een. And here's to right our gentle-hearted King. 

Tork. Open the gate of mercy^ gracious God ! 
My foul flies- through thefe wounds, to feek out.thee« 

[Dies. 

^een. Off with his head and fet it on ^eri gates ; 
So TorJt may overlook the town ofTorL [Exeunt^ 



ACT II. 

SCENE, nearMovtimtx's Crofs in Wales.. 
A March. Enter Edward, E.ichard, and their Power. 

Edward. 

I Wonder, how our princely father 'fcap'd ; 
Or whether he be 'fcap'd away, or no, 
^From Clifford*^ and Northumberland % purfuit ? 
Had he been ta'en, we fliould have heard the news ; 
Had he been flain, we fhould have heard the news ; 
Or had he 'fap'd, methinks, we fhould have heard 
The happy tidings of his good efcape. 
How fares my brother ? why is he fo fad ? 

Rich, I cannot joy, until I be refolv'd 
IVhere our nght-valiant father is become. 
i faw him in the battle range about ; 
And w^ch'd him, how he fingled Clifford forth j 
Methought, he bore him in the thickelt troop. 
As doth a lion in a herd of neat ; 
Or as ^ bear, encompafs'd round with dogs. 
Who having pinch'd a few and made them cry. 
The reft ftand all aloof and bark at him. 
So far'd our father with his enemies. 
So fled his enemies my warlike £at\vw \ 
Methinksy 'tis priac .enough to \»>JA tocu 



%^^ 
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See, how the morning opes her golden gates. 
And takes her farewel of t'he glorious fun ; 
How well refembles it the prime of youth, 
Trim'd like a yonker prancing to his love ? 

Ed^, Dazzle mine eyes ? or do I fee three funs ? 

Rich, Three glorious funs, each one a perfe^ fun 5 
Not feparated with the racking clouds, 
But fever'd in a pale clear-fliining Iky. 
See, fee, they join, embrace, and feem to kifs ; 
As if they vow*d fome league inviolable : 
Now are they but one lamp, one light, one fun. 
In this the heaven figures fbme event. 

JE'^tv.'Tis wondrous ftrange, the like yet never heard of* 
I think, it cites us, brother, to the field ; 
That we the fons of brave Plantage?iet, 
Each Oi)e already blazing by our meeds. 
Should, notwithftanding, join our lights together. 
And over-fhine the earth, as this the world. 
Whatever it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upon my target three fair ihining funs. 

Rich, Nay, bear three daughters : by your leave, 

I fpeak it. 
You love the breeder better than the male* 

Enter a Mejfengcr^ 

But what art thou, whofe heavy looks foretel 
5ome dreadful ftory hanging on thy tongue } 

Me/, Ah ! one that was a woful looker on, 
When as the noble Duke of York was ilain ; 
Your princely father, and my loving Lord. 

Edw, Oh, fpeak no more \ for I have heard too much« 

Rich, Say, how he dy'd; for I will hear it all. 

Me/, Environed he was with many foes. 
And flood againft them, as the hope of Troy 
Againft the Greeks that would have entrSd Troy^ 
But Hercules himfelf muft yield to odds ; 
And many flroaks, though with a little ax, 
Heiv down and fell the hardeft- timbered oak. 
S^ many hands your father was fubdu'd, 
£ut only aaughter'd by tkc ireful ana 
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Of unrelenting Clifford and the Queen ; 

Who crown'd the gracious Duke in high defpight ; 

Laugh'd in his face; and, when with grief he wept. 

The ruthlefs Queen gave him to dry his cheek, 

A napkin fteeped in the harmlefs blood 

Of fweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford flain ; 

And, after many fcorns, many ioul taunts, 

They took his head, and on the gates of York 

They fet the fame ; and there it doth remain 

The faddeft fpeaacle that e'er I view'd. 

Ednjj. Sweet duke of York, our prop to lean upon I 
Now thuu art gone, we have no ilaff, no flay. 
Oh Clifford, boifl'rous Clifford ! thoxx haft flain 
The flower of Europe for his chivalry, 
And treacheroufly haft thou vanquirfi'd hiip ; 
For, hand to hand, he would have vanquifh'd thee. 
Now my foul's palace is become a prifon : 
Ah, would fhe break from hence, that this my body 
Might in the ground be clofed up in reft I 
For never henceforth fhall I joy again. 
Never, oh never, fhall I fee more joy. 

Rich, I cannot weep ; for all my body's moifturc 
Scarce ferves to quench my furnace-burning heart : 
Nor can my tongue unload my heart's great burden : 
For felf-fame wind, that I fhould fpeak withal. 
Is kindling coals that fire up all my breaft ! 
And burn me up with flames, that tears would quench. 
To weep is to make lefs the depth of grief: 
Tears then^ for babes ; blows and revenge for me ! 
Richard^ I bear thy name ; I'll 'venge thy death ; 
Or die renowned by attempting it. 

Ed<w. His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee: 
His dukedom and his chair with me is left. 

Rich, Nay, if thou be that princely Eagle's bird. 
Shew thy defcent, by gazing 'gainft the fun : 
For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom fay; 
Either that's thine, or elfe thou wert not his. 
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March. Enter Warwick, Marquis af Montague, and 
their army* 

War. How now, fiiir Lords ? what fare ? what new* 
abroad ? 

Itich. Great Lord of Warwick^ if we fliould recoaQt 
Our baleful' news, and at each word's deliverance 
Stab poniards in our flefh till all were told ; 
The words would add more anguifh than the wounds. 

valiant Lord, the Duke of York is flain. 

' Ed^. OWarifjick! Warijoick ! Thu Planta^enei, 
Which held thee dearly as his foul's redemption. 
Is by the fternLord Clifford ^on^ to death. 

tVar, Ten days ago I drown'd thefe news in tears ; 
And now, t# add more meafure to your woes, 

1 come to tell you things fith then befarn. 
After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought. 
Where your brave father breath'd his lateftgafp. 
Tidings, as fwiftly as the poft could run. 

Were brought me of your lofs and his depart. 

I then in Londony keeper of the King, 

Mufter'd my Soldiers, gather'd flocks of friends : 

March'd towards St. Albans t' intercept the Queen ; 

Bearing the King in my behalf along : 

For by my fcouts I was advertifed 

That file was coming, with a full intent 

To dafh our late decree in parliament. 

Touching King Henry*% oath, and your fucceffion : 

Short tale to make, we at St. Albans met. 

Our battles join'd, and both fides fiercely fought : 

But whether 'twas the coldnefs of the King, 

Who look'd full gently on his warlike Queen, 

That robb'd my loldiers of their hated fpleen ; 

Or whether 'twas report of her fuccefs, 

Or more than common fear of Clifford^ rigour. 

Who thundei-s to his captives blood and death, 

*I cannot judge : but to conclude with truth. 

Their weapons, like to lightning, came and went; 

Oar foldiers, like the night-owVs \a7.'^ ^v^\.. 

Or Jike sl lazy ihraflier with a ft.aii. 
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Pell gently clown, as if they ftruck the^r friends, 
I cheer'd them up with julhce of our c^e. 
With promife of high pay and great reward ; 
But all in vain, they had no heart to fight : 
And we, in th^em, no hope to win the day ; 
So that we fled 5 the King, unto the Queen ; 
Lord George your brother, Norfolk and myfelf. 
In hafte, poft-hafte, are come to join with you : 
For in the marches here we heard you were. 
Making another head to fight again. 

E^inv, Where is the Duke oi Norfolk ^ gentle Wartukk P 
And when came George from Burgu/uiy to England F 

War. Some fix miles off the Duke is with his power; 
And for your brother, he was lately fent 
From your kind aunt, Dutchels of Burgundy, 
Wi^ aid of foldiers to this needful war. 

Rich. 'Twas odds, belike, when valiant Warivick fled ; 
Oft have I heard his praifes in purfuit. 
But ne'er, t;ll now his fcandal of retire, 

War. Nor now my fcandal, Richard, doft thou hear : 
For thou fhalt know, this ^rong right hand of mine 
Can pluck the Diadem from faint Henrf% head, 
And wring the awful fcepter from his lift ; 
Were he as famous and as bold in war. 
As he is fam'd for mildnefs, peace and prayer. 

Rich. I know it well. Lord Warnvick \ blame me not ; 
'Tis love, I bear thy glories, makes rfie fpeak.^ 
But in this troublous time what's to be done ? 
Shall we go throw away our coats of fteel. 
And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns, 
Numb'ring our A'ue Maries with our beads ? 
Or fliall we on the heUnets of our foes 
Tell our devotion with revengeful arms ? 
if for the laft, fay, ay; and to it. Lords. 

War. Why, therefore Warivick came to feek you ^ut ; 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 
Attend me. Lords : the proud infulting Queen, 
With Cliford, and the haught NorthumtrXandi^ 
And of their feather many more proud \>u4s> 

F 2 "Rvt^ 
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Have wrought the eafy-melting King, like wax. 
He fwore confent to your fucceffion. 
His oath inrolled in the parliament t 
• And now to London all the crew are gone. 
To fruftrate both his oath, and what befide 
May make again ft the houfe of Lancafter. 
Their power, I think, is thirty thouiand ftrong : 
Now if the help of Norfolk and myfelf. 
With all the friends that thou, brave Earl oiMarcb^ 
Amongft the loving Weljhmen canft procure. 
Will but amount to five and twenty thoufand : 
Why, Via! to London will we march amain ; 
And once again beftride our foaming fteeds. 
And once again cry, charge upon our foes ! • 

But never once again turn back, and fly. 

Rich, Ay, now', methinks, i hear great Warwick fpeak : 
Ne'er may he live to fee a fun-(hine day> 
That cries, retire, if Waimuick bid him ftay. 

Ed^, Lord Warivick, on thy fhoulder will I lean,' 
And when thou faiPll, (as God forbid the hour!) 
Muft Edward fall, which peril heaven forefend ! 

War, No longer Earl oi March y but Duke oiTork\ 
The next degree is England'*^ royal throne : 
For King of England ihalt thou be proclaimed 
In every borough as we pafs along ; 
And he, that throws not up his cap for joy. 
Shall for the- fault make forfeit of his head. 
YJxag Edijuardy vVLYi2Lnt Richard Montague ^ 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of renown ; 
But found the trumpets, and about our ta(k. 

Rich, Then, Clifford y were thy heart as hard as fteel, 
As thou haft ftiewn it flinty by thy deeds, 
I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. 

Ed-vj, Then ftrike up, drums ; God and St. George for as! 

EnUr a Mfjpnger, 

JVar, How now ? what news ? 
Me/l The Duke of Norfolk Cewds you word by me, 
TJie Qaocn is coming with a puiK^xxiX \i.o^ s 
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And Craves your company for fpeedy counfel. 
, War. Why then it forts ; brave warriors, let^s away. 

[Exeunt omncs, 

SCENE changes to York. 

Enter King Henry, the ^een, Clifford, Northumberland, 
and the Prince ©/"Wales, wth Drums and Trumpets • 

i5». T T JElcome, my Lord, to this brave town of 2Vi. 

W Yonder's the head of that arch-enemy, ^ 
That fought to be encompaft with your crown. 
Doth not the objedt cheer your heart, my Lord ? 

K. Henry, Ay, as the rocks cheer them, that fear their 
wreck ; 
To fee this fight, it irks my very fouL: 
With-hold I'evenge, dear God ; tis not my fault. 
Nor wittingly have I infring'd my vow. 

Clif, My gracious Liege, this too much lenity 
And harmful pity mufl be laid afide : 
To whom do Lions caft their gentle looks ? 
Not to the bead, that would ufurp their den, 
Whofe hand is that the foreft bear doth lick ? ; 
Not his, that fpoils her young before her face. - 
Who 'fcapes the lurking ferpent's mortal fling ? 
Not he, that fets his foot upon her back. 
The fmallell worm will turn, being trodden on ; 
And doves will peck in fafeguard of their brood. 
Ambitious York did level at thy crown ; 
Thou fmiling, while he knit his angry brows. 
He but a Duke, would have his fon a King ; 
And raife his ifiue, like a loving fire ; 
Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly fon, 
Didft yield confent to difinherit him ; 
Which argu'd thee a moft unloving father. 
Unreafonable creatures feed their young ; 
And tho' man's face be fearful to their eyes. 
Yet, in prctedion of their tender ones, 
Who hath not feen them (even with thofe Nviu^s, 

F 3 NN\:Ye8!L 
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Which fometimes they have as*d with fearful flight)* 

Make war with him that climb'd unto their nefts 

OfFering their own lives in their young's defence ? 

For fhame, my Liege, make them your precedent. 

Were it not pity, that this goodly boy 

Should lofe hi^ birth-right by his father's fault j 

And long hereafter fay unto his child. 

What my great grandfather and grandiire got. 

My carele^ father fondly gave away I 

Ah, what a iham^ was this ! look on the boy» 

And let his manly face, which promifeth 

Succefsful fortune, ftecl thy melting heart 

'I'o hold thine own, and leave thine own with him. 

K. He/try, Full well hath Clifford plaid the orator^ 
Inferring arguments of mighty force : 
But, Clifford, tell me, didft thou never hear. 
That things ill got had ever bad fucce£s ? 
And happy always was it for that foa, 
Whofe father for his hoarding went to hell i 
I'll leave my fon my virtuous deeds behind ; 
And 'would, my father had left me so more ! 
For all the reft is held at fuch a rate. 
As brings a thoufand-fold more care to keep. 
Than in poflefiion any jot of pleafure. 
Ah, Couiin KorA : 'would, thy beft friends did know. 
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here ! 

^een. My Lord, cheer up your fpirits, our foes are nigh; 
And this foft courage makes your followers faint ; 
You promis'd knighthood to our forward fon, 
Unfheath vour fword, and dub him prefently. 
Edivardt Kneel down. 

K. Henry, Ednuard Plantagenet, arife a Knight ; 
And learn this leffon, draw thy fword in right. 

Prince* My gracious father^ by your kingly leave 
I'll draw it as apparent to the crown. 
And in that quarrel ufe it to the death. 

Clif. Why, that is fpoken like a toward Prince* 
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Enter a Meffknger. 

Me/. Royal commanders, be in readinefs ; 
For, with a band of thirty thoufand men. 
Comes Warwickj backing of the Duke of Yark : 
And in the towns as they do march alone, 
{Proclaims him King ; and many fly to him. 
Darraign your battle, for they are at hand. 

CUf, I would, your highnefs would depart the field : 
The Queen hath beft fuccefs. When you are abfent. 

^ueen. Ay, good my Lord, and leave us to our fortune. 

K. flen. Why, that's my fortune too ; therefore Til ftay . 

North. Be it with refolution then to fight. 

Prince. My-royjfl father, cheer thefe noble Lords, 
And hearten thofe that fight in your defence : 
Unfhcath your fword, good father; cry, St. George/ 

March. Eater Edward, Warwick, Richard, Clarence, 
Norfolk, Montague, an^i Soldiers. 

Ednx). Now, perjur'd Henry j wilt thou kneel for grace. 
And fct thy Diadem upon my head ; 
Or 'bide the mortal forfcne of the field ? 

^ueen. Go rate thy minions, proud infulting boy. 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms 
Before thy Sovereign and thy lawful King ? 

Ediv. I am his King, and he fliould bow his knee ; 
I was adopted heir by his confent ; 
Since when, his oath is broke ; for, as I hear. 
You that are King, though he do wear the crown> 
Have caufed him by new aft of parliament 
To blot out me, and put his own fon in. 

C/i/. And reafon too : 
Who fliould fucceed the father, but the fon ? 

Rich. Arc you there, butcher ? O, I cannot fpeak. 

CBf. Ay, crook-back, here I ftand to anfwerthee. 
Or any he the proudeft of thy fort. 

lUck 'T was you that kill'd young Rutland^ was it not? 
F 4 tUf 



428 The Third Part of 

Clif, Ay, and old York^ and yet not fatis fy'd. 

Rich. For God's^ake, Lords, give fignal to the fight. 

War.V^YiZX, fay'ft thou, Hf«)7,wilt thou yield the crown f 

♦^^«. Why, how now, long-tongu'd JVarwUk, dar^ 
you fpeak ? 
When you and I met at St. Alhans laft. 
Your legs did better fervice than your hands. 

ffar. Then 'twas my turn to fly» and now 'tis thine. 

Clif. You faid fo much before, and yet you fled. 

War, *Twas not your valour, Cliffords irove me thence. 

Nor, No, nor your manhood, that durft make you flay. 

Rich, Northumherlandj I hold thee reverently. * 

Break off the parle, for fcarce I can refrain 
The execution of my big-fwoln heart 
Upon that Chj^or^, that cruel child-killer. 

Cliff. I flew thy father, calPft Ihou him a child? - 

Rich, Ay, like a daflard and a treacherous coward^ 
As thou didfl kill our tender brother Rutland :^ 
But, ere fun-fet, I'll make thee curfe the deed. 

K. Henry, Have done with words, my Lords, and heaF" 
me fpeak. 

^een. Defy them then, or elfe hold elofe thy lips. 

K. Henry, I pr'ythee, give no limits to my tongue ; 
I am a King, and privileg'd%) fpeak. 

Clif. My Liege, the wound, that bred this meeting here. 
Cannot be cur'd by words ; therefore be flill. 

Rich. Then, executioner, uniheath thy fword : 
By him thaf made us all, I am refolv'd 
That ClifforcTs manhood lies upon his tongue. 
* Ediv^, Say, Henryy fhall I have right, or no ? 
A thbufand men have broke their fafls to-day, 
That ne'er fhall dine, unlefs thou yield the crown. 

War, If thou deny, their blood upon thy head ! 
For York in juflice puts his armour on. 

Prince, If that be right, which Warwck fays is right. 
There is no wrong, but ev'ry thing is right. 

Rich, Whoever got thee, there thy mother flands, 
For, well I wot, thou hafl thy mother's tongue. 
.gKf/wr. But thou art neither like thy fire or dam. 
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But like a foal mif-Qiapen ftigmadck, 

Mark'd by the deftinies to be avoided ; 

As venomous toads, or lizards' dreadful flings. 

Rich. Iron of Naples hid with Englijh gilt, 
Whofe father bears the title of a King, 
(As if a channel ihould be call'd the fea) 
Shani'ft thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught. 
To let thy tongue detedl 3iy bafe-bom heart ? 

Ed'w. A wifp of ftraw were worth a thoufand crowns^ 
To make this ihamelefs callat know herfelf» 
Helen of Greece was faker far than thou, 
Alt!hough thy hufband may be Menelaus ; 
And ne'er was Aganumnoil^ brother wrong'd 
By that falfc woman, as this King by thee. 
His^ father revell'd in the heart of France^ 
And tam'd the K!ng, and made the Dauphin Hoop : 
And had he match'd according to his ftate. 
He might have kept that glory to this day. 
But when he took a beggar to his bed, 
And grac'd thy poor fire with his bridal day, 
Rven then that fun-fhine brew'd a fhow'r for him. 
That wafh'd his^father's fortunes forth of France, 
And heap'd fedition on his crown at home : 
For what hath broach'd this tumult, but thy pride ? 
Hadfl thou been meek, our title Hill had flept ; 
And we, in pity of the gentle King, 
Had flipt our claim until another age. 

Cla. But when we faw, our fun-lhine made thy fpring. 
And that thy fummer bred us no increafe, 
We fet the ax to thy ufurping root ; 
And though the edge hath lome thing hit ourfelves. 
Yet know thou, fince we have begun to ftrike. 
We'll never leave 'till we have hewn thee down. 
Or bath'd thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Ed^. And in this refolution I defy thee ; 
Not willing any longer conference, 
Since thou deny'ft the gentle King to fpeak. 
Sound trumpets, let our bloody colours wave, 
And.either vi^ory, or elfe a grave* 
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^ueen* Stay, Edwar d *** ■ 
f ^. Noy wrangling woman, we'll no longer ihty : 
Thefe words will coi): ten thouiand lives this day. 

[Exiuftt i 



SCENE changes to a Field of Bauk at Ferrihridgc 
in Yorkftiire. . 

Alarm^ Excurfions. Enter Warwick. 

IPiar.T^Orc-fpent with toil, as runners with a race, 

J/ I lay ;nc down a little while to breathe : 
For ftrokes recieiv'd, and many blows repaid, 
Have robb*d my ftrong-knit finews of their flrength t 
And, fpight of fpight, needs muft I reft a while. 

Enter Edward running. 

Edhv. Smile, gentle heav'n ! or ftrike, ungentle death I 
For this world frowns, and Ed<ward*% fun is clouded. 
War. How now, my Lord, what hap ? what hope of 
good ? ^ 

Enter Clarence. 

Cla. 0«r hap is lofs> our hope but fad defpair; 
Our ranks are Broke, and ruin follows us» 
What counfcl give you ? whither fhall we fly ? 

Ediv. Bootlefs is flight, they follow us with wings j 
And weak we are,, and cannot fl)un purfuit.. 

\. 

ETtter Richard. 

Rich. Ah, fFarwtciy why haft thou withdrawn thyfelfF* 
Thy brother's blood the thirfty earth hath drunk, (c) 

Broach'd 

(5) Tty rirother'i BlteJ tb» thirjl^ Earth kath dfunkA This Paf* 
Ugtf horn the Variatioa of the Copies, gave me no little Perplexity, 
The old Quarto applies this Defcription to- the Doath of Sa/jAyrv^ 
■JKiMtf/VA*8 Father. Bu| this was a notoriout. pevlation from tnC)* 
Troth cfMAor^, lot the Earl of Saiifiurt in. th« Battle at ff^iikt^. 
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Broach'd with the fteely potnt of Clifird^$ lance : 
And in the very pangs of death he cry'd, 
(Like to 8 difmal clangor heard from far) 
Wwmmcky revenge ; brother, revenge my death* 
So underneatK the belly of their fteeds. 
That ftain'd their fetlocks in his fmoaking blood ; 
The noble Gentleman gave up the ghoft. 

War, Then let the earth be drunken with out blood; 
I'll kill my horfe», becaufe I will not fly : 
Whv ftand we like foft-hearted women here. 
Wading our lofTes, whiles the foe doth rage ; 
And look upon, as if the tragedy 
Were plaid in jeil by counterfeiting A^iors ? 
Here on my knee I vow to God above, 
I'll never paufe again, never Hand flill. 
Till either Dfath hath clos'd thefe eyes of mine. 
Or Fortune give me meafure of revenge. 

Ed'w, O Wamvickf I do bend my knee with thine^ 
And in this vow do chain my foul with thine. 
And ere my knee rife from the earth's cold face, 
I throw my hands, mine eyes, niy heart to thee. 
Thou fetter up, and plucker down, of Kings ! 
Befeeching thee, (if with thy will it (lands 
That to my foes this body muft be prey) 
Yet that thy brazen gates of heav'n may ope. 
And give fweet paffage to my finful fouh 
Now, Lords, take leave until we meet again ; 
Where-e'-er it be, in heaven or on earth. 

Rich. Brother, give me thy hand ; and, gentle Warwick ^ 



feldf wherein Richard Duke of Tori loft his Life, was taken prifener, 
beheaded ztFmfiet, and his Head, together with the Duke of Ti)rk\ . 
iix'd over Tork Gates. Then, the only Brother of H^arivick, in- 
troduced in this Playj is the Marquis of Montacute : (or Montague, 
as he it callM by our Author:) but he doesjiot die, till ten years 
t^ttt, Sn the Battle zx.Barnet\ where Warwick likewife was killed. 
The truth is> the Brother here mentiontJ, is ho Perfon in thd 
Drama : and hit Death is only an incidental Piect of Hiftorr. Con-* 
fnlting the Chranicles, upon this A^ion ut Ferrihriiige^ t nad him 
to have been a natttnl Son of Sal'iibury% {^n tYv^X. it^^^^ ^. '^xot'C^^x 
to ^arwjfi}) and eftcem^d a valiant |«tta%Qct)^kawu 
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Let me embrace thee in my weary arms : 

J, that did never weep, now melt with woe ; 

That winter ihould cut off our fpring-timc fo, 

JVar, Away, away : once more, fweet Lords, fareweL 
Cla, Yet let us all together to our troops ; 

And give them leave to fly, that will not ftay ; 

And call them pillars that will ftand to us ; 

And, if we thrive, promife them fuch rewards. 

As vidlors wear at the Ofympuift gsaaes. 

This may plant courage in their quailing breads. 

For yet is hope of life and viAory ; 

Fore-flow no longer^ make we hence amain. [Exeuf/t^ 

Excurpom, Enter Richard, and Clifford. 

Rich, Now, Clifford, I have fingled thee alone, 
Suppofe, this arm is for rfie Duke oiYork^ 
And this for Rutland, both bound to revenge, 
Wert thou environ'd with a brazen wall. 

Clif, Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone> 
This is the hand, that ftabb'd thy father York ; 
And this the hand, that flew thy brother Rutktnd\ 
And here's the heart, that triumphs in their death ; 
And cLeers thefe hands, that flew thy fire and brother. 
To execute the like upon thyfelf : 
.And fc, have at thee* 

^ hey fight, Warwick enters, Clifford jf/Vj. 

Ri'ch, Nay, Wartwick, fingle out fome other chafe. 
For I myfelf will hunt this wolf to death. [Exeunt. 

Alarm. Enter King Henry alonsf, 

K. Henry. This battle fares likp to the morning's war^ 
When dying douds^ contend ^'th growing light ; 
What time the fhepherd, blowing of his nails. 
Can neither call it perfeQr day nor nigh\ 
I^ow fways it this way like a mighty te?L 
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ForcM by the tide to combat with the wind ; 

Now fways it that way,, like the fclf-fame Tea 

Forc'd to retire by fury of the wind. 

Sometime, the flood prevails ; and then, the wind i. 

Now, one the better ;. then,, another beft ; 

Both tugging to be vi£lors, breaft to breaft. 

Yet neither conqueror, nor conquered ; 

So is the equal poize of this fell war. 

Here on this mofe-hill will I ilt me down : 

To whom God will, there be the viclory ! 

For Margaret my Queen and Clifford too 

Have chid me from the battle ; fwcariiig both. 

They profper befl: of all when I am thence. 

Would I were dead, if God's good will were fo : 

For what is in this world but grief and woe ? 

O God r methinks it were a happy life 

To be no better than a homely fwaii^ ; 

To fit upon a hill, as I do now. 

To carve out dials queintly, point by pointy 

Thereby to fee the minutes how they run : 

How many makes the hour full compleat, 

How many hours bring about the day. 

How many days will finifli up the year. 

How many years a mortal man may livei 

When this is known, then to divide the time j. 

.'• So many hours, muft I tend my flock ; 

'^So many hours, muft I take my reft ; 

;• •. So many hours, muft I contemplate ; 
So many hours, muft I fport myfelf ; 
So many days, my ewes have been with young ; 
So many weeks, ere the poor fools will yean ; 
So many months, ere I ihall ftiee'r the fleece : 
So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months and years^ 
Paft over, to the end they were created, 
Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 
Ah ! ' what a life were this ! how fweet, how lovely !' 
Gives not the haw-thorn bufli a fweeter fliade 
To fliepherds looking on their filly (heep, 
Than aoth a rich-emoroider'd caxio^x 
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To Kings, that fear their fubjcfts' treachery f 

O, yes it doth ; a thoufand-folcl it doth. 

And, to conclude, the fhepherd's homely cnrds. 

His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle. 

His wonted fleep under a frefh tree'^ fhade. 

All which, fecure and fweetly he enjoys. 

Is far beyond a Prince's delicates. 

His viands fparkling in a golden cup. 

His body couched m a curious bed. 

When care, miftruft and treafons wait on him, ^ 

Alarm. Enter a Sdfty that had kil^d his Father^ 

Son. Ill blows the wind, that profits no body. — • 
This man, whom hand to hand I flew in fightr. 
May be pofTefTed with fome ilore of crowns ; 
And 1 that, haply, take them from him now. 
May yet, ere night, yield both my life and them 
To fome man elfe, as this dead man doth me. 
Who's this ! oh' God ! it is my father's face. 
Whom in this conflidl I unwares have kill'd : 
Oh heavy times, begetting fuch events ! 
From London by the King was I prcft forth ; 
My father, being the Earl of War-wick^z man. 
Came on the part of Yorky preft by his maimer ; 
And I, who at his hands receiv'd my life. 
Have by my hands of life bereaved him. ^* 
Pardon me, God, I knew not what I 'did ; 
And pardon, father, for I knew t^x. thee. 
My tears fhall wipe away thefe bloody marks': 
And no more words^ till they have flowM their filF. 

K. Hinry, O piteous fpeftafcle ! O bloody tiftidft I 
Whiles lions war and battle for theif dens, 
Poor harmlcfs lambs abide their enmity, 
Wetp, wretched man, I'll aid thee tear for tear \ 
And let our hearts and eves, like civil war. 
Be blind With tears, and break o'er-dUtrg^d with grief. 
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Enter a Father^ hearing his $9n. 

Fath. Thoo» that fo iloutly haft refifted mt» 
Give me thy gold, yf thou haft any gold : 
For I have bought it with an hundred blowt. 
But let me fee : is this our foe-man's face ? 
Ah, no, no, no, it is my only fon ! 
Ah, boy, If any life be left in thee. 
Throw up thine eyes ; fee, fee, what fhowers arife» 
Blown with the windy tempeft of my heart 
Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart. 
O pity, God, this miferable age ! 
What ftratagcms, how fell, how butcherly^ 
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural. 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget \ 
O boy ! thy father gave thee life too foon. 
And iiath bereft thee of thy life too late. 

K. iy. Wot above woe j %nt^y more than com mon grief? 
O, that my death would ftay thefe rueful deeds I 
O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity ! 
The red rofe and the white are on his face. 
The fatal colours of our ftriv^ing houfe^. 
The one his purple blood right well refembles^ 
The other his pale cheek, methinks, prefcnteth : 
Wither one rofe, and let the other flourifh ! 
If you contend, a thoufand lives muft wither. 

Sw, How will my mother, for a father's death,. 
Take on with me, and ne'er be fatisfy'd ? 

Fath. How will my wife, for ilauehter of my fon, 
ShiDd feas of tears, and ne'er, be frusfy'd I 

K. Hm. How will the country, for thefe woful chances, 
Mif-think ^e King, and not be {atisfy'd ? 

S^n^ Was ever fon, fo ru'd a father's death ? 

Ftuh. Was ever fa^rr,! fo bemoan'd his fon I 

K^Henrx. Was ever King, fo griev'd for fsbje^ls' ^ec ? 
Much is your forrow ; mine, ten times fo much. 

Sou. I'll bear thee hence, where I may w^ mv fLl!L 
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Fatb, Thefe arms of mine fhall be thy win ding- flicct. 
My heart, fweet boy, fhall be thy fepulchre ; 
For from my heart thine image ne'er fhall go. 
My fighing breaft fhall be thy funeral bell : 
And fo obfeqliious will thy father be, 
Sad for the lofs of thee, having no more. 
As Priam was for all his valiant fons. 
I'll bear thee hence, and let them fight that will ; 
For I have murder'd, where I fhould not kill. [^Exif. 
• K. Henry, Sad-hearted men, much over-gone with care. 
Here fits a King more woeful than you are. 

Alarms, Excurjions, Enter the ^een. Prince of Wales>. 
antl Exeter. 

Prince, Fly, father, fly; for all your friends are fled j 
And tVariJoic^ rages like a chafed bull : 
Away ! for death doth hold us in purfuit. 

^ueen: Mount you, my Lord, towards Berwick poff 
amain. 
Edijoard and Richardy like a brace of grey-hounds 
Having the fearful flying^hare in fights 
With fiery eyes fparkling for very wrath. 
And bloody ileel grafpt in their ireful hands,. ^ 
Are at our backs ; and therefore hence amain. 

Exe, Away ;' for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, flay not to expoflulate, make fpeed : 
Or elfe come after,- I'll away before. 

K. Henry, Nay, take me with thee,, good fweet Exeter ; 
Not that I fear to flay, but love to go 
Whither the Queen intends. Forward, away I \Exeknt^ 
* '■ " . ^ . .. . 

A loud Alarm* Enter CliSord wounaed, 

Clif, Here burns my candle out : ay, here it dies. 
Which, while it Ufled, gave King Henry light. 
O Lancafier ! I fear thy overthrow, ^ 

More than my .body's parting with any fouh • - 
Mf- Jore and fea'r gkw'd many friends vo xk^e-, \Fa[lin^. 
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And, now I fall, thy tough convmixtures melt. 

Impairing Henry^ ftrength'ning mif-proud Terk, 

5rhe common people fwarm like fummer flies ; 

And whither fly the gnats, but to the Sun ? 

And who fliines now, but Henry*s enemies ? 

O Phcehus ! hadft thou never giv'n confent 

That Phoiton fhould check thy fiery ftceds. 

Thy burning car had never fcorch*d the earth : 

And Hemy^ hadft thou fway'd as Kings fliould do. 

Or as thy father and his father did. 

Giving no ground unto the houfe of Torky 

They never then had fprung like fummer flies. 

I, and ten thoufand in this lucklefs realm. 

Had left no mourning widows for our death ; 

And thou this day hadft kept thy chair in peace. 

For what doth cherifli weeds, but gentle air ? 

And what makes robbers bold, but too much lenity I 

Bootlefs are plaints, and curelefs are my wounds i 

No way- to fly, nor ftrength to hold our flight. 

The fiie is mercilefs, and will not pity : 

For at their hands I have deferv'd no pity.. 

The air hath got into my deadly wounds. 

And much elFufe of blood doth make me faint : 

Come Tork and Richard '^ fFarivickf and the reft : 

I ftabb'd your father's bofom vfplit my breaft. [He faints. 

Alarm, and Retreat. Enter Edwzrd, Warwick, Richard, 
Montague, Clarence, and Soldiers. 

' Ed, Now breathe we, Lords, good fortune bids us paufe| 
And fmooth the frowns of war with peaceful looks. 
Some troops purfue the bloody-minded Queen, 
That led calm Henry, though he were a King, 
As doth a fail, fill'd with a fretting guft. 
Command an Argofie to ftem the waves. 
But think you. Lords, that Clifford fled with them ? 

War, No, 'tis impoflible he fliould efcape : 
For though before his face I fpeak the word. 
Your brother Richard mark'd hitrv fox ^^^ ^x^n^% 
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And whcrefoe*er he is, he's furely dead. [Clifford £Toaitt» 

RicL Whofe foul is that which takes her hearty leave? 
A deadly groan, like life and death^s departing. 
See who it is. 

Ediv, And now the battle's ended. 
If friend or foe, let him be gently ufed# 

Ricb,^ Revoke that doom of mercy, for *tis Clifford i 
Who»not contented that he lopp'd the branch. 
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth ; 
But fet his miird'ring knife unto the root 
From whence that tender fpray did fwcetly (pring ; 
I mean, our princely father, Duke of Tork, 

War, From off the gates of Tork fetch down the head« 
Your father's head, which Clifford placed there: 
Inftead whereof, let his fupply the room. 
Meafurefor meafure mu£k be anfwered. 

Edfw, Bring forth that fatal fcreech-owl to oar hou(e. 
That nothing fung but death to us and burs : 
Now death mall flop his difmal threatning fbund» 
And his ill-boading tongue no more fhall fpeak. 

IVar, I think, his underftanding is bereft : 
Speak, Clifford^ doft thou know who fpeaks to thee ! 
Dark cloudy death o'er-fhades his beams of life. 
And he nor fees, nor hears us what we fay. 

Rich, O, 'would he did L and fo, perhaps, he doth* 
'Tis but his policy to counterfeit ; 
Becaufe he would avoid fuch bitter taunts, 
A^ /in the time of death he gave our father. 

Cla. If fo thou think'ft, vex him with eager words. 

Rich. Clifford^ afk mercy, and obtain no grace. 

EdnA). Clifford t repent in bootlefs penitence. 

War, Clifford J devife excufes for thy faults. 

Cla, While we devife fell tortures for thy faultsu 

Rich. Thou didft love York, and I am fbh to Tork. . 

Ediio, Thou pitied'ft Rutland^ I will pity thee. 

Cla, Where's Captain Margaret^ to fence you now I 

War, Thty mock thee, Clifford^ fwear as thou waft wont. 

Rich. What, not an oath ! nay, then the world goes hard, 
Whcti C/(for4<SLWDLQX, fpare his friends an oatE : 
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I know by that, Jic*s dead ; and, by my foul, 
if t&is right hand would buy but two hoars' life. 
That I in all defpight might rail at him, 
■ This hand (hould chop it off; and with the ifTuing blood 
Stifle the villain, whofe unftanched thiril 
Tork and young Rutland could not (atisfy. 

ifir«r. Ay, but he's dead. OfF with the traitor's head. 
And rear it in the place your father's Hands. 
And now to Lmnkn with triumphant march. 
There to be crowned England* $ royal King : 
From whence (hall War*wick cut the fea to France, 
And afk the lady Bona for thy Queen. 
So fhalt thou toew both thefe lands together. 
And having France thy friend, thou fhalt not dread 
The fcatter'd foe that hopes to rife again : 
For though they cannot greatly ^ng to hurt. 
Yet look to have them bus t'ofFend thine ears. 
Firft, will I fee the coronation ; 
And then to Briton^ I'll crofs the fea, 
T'effed this marriage, fo it pleafe my Lord. 

Ediv. Ev'n as thou wilt, fweet Warwick, let it be; 
For on thy fhoulder do I build my feat : 
And never will I undertake the thing. 
Wherein thy counfel, and confent, is wanting. 
Bicbardj I will create thee Duke of Gyjier ; 
And George y of Clarence ; Warwick as ourfeU* 
^hall do and undo, as lidm pleafeth beft. 

Rich, Let me be Duke of Clarence i Georgia of G/«y«r $ 
For Glo*fter*s Dukedom is too ominous. 

War: Tut, that's a fooliih obfervation : 
Rkhard. be Duke of Glo^fter : now to Latdva, 
To fee thefe honours in poffeffion. [Exnattm 
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ACT III. 

S C J E N E, a Wood in Lancafliire. 

£«/^r Sinklotf«^iHumphry,tw/Arr£/J-^flWJ/» their bands 

S I N K L o. 

UNder this thick-grown brake we'll fhroud ourfelvea 
For through this land anon the deer will come; 
And in this covert will we make our ftand, 
Culling the principal of all the deer. 

Hum, ril ftay above the hill, fo both may fhoot. 

Sink, That cannot be : the noifc of thy crofs-bow 
Will fcare the herd, and fo my fhoot is loft : 
Here ft and we both, and aim we at the beft. 
And» for the time (hall not feem tedious^ 
ril tell thee what befel me on a day, 
Xn this felf-place where now we mean to ftand. 

Hum, Here comes a man, let's ftay till he be paft. 

Enter King Henry, tvith a prayer->hook, 

K. Henry, From Scotland am I ftol'n ev'n of pure love 
To greet mine own land with my wifhful fight : 
No, Harry, Harry, 'tis no land of thine, 
Thy place is fill'd, thy fcepter wrung from thee; 
Thy balm.waiht off, wherewith thou waft anointed : 
No bending knee will call thee Ca/ar now. 
No humble fuitors prefs to fpeak for Right : • 

No, not a man comes for redrefs to thee ; 
For how can I help them, and not myfelf ? 

S:ink, Ay, here's a deer, whofe (kin s a keeper's fee 
This is the quondam King, let's feize upon him. 

K. Henry, Let me embrace thefe four adverfities ; . 
Jor wife men fay, it is the wifeft courfe. 
y5W. Why linger we ? let us U^ Vvsccvd^ m^oxl l\ita. 
. - ^» 



King He n r y VI. 141 

Sink, -Forbear a while, we'll hear a little more. 
K. Hen, My Queen and fon areigone to France for aid 
And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick 
Is thither gone to crave the French King*s Sifter 
To wife for Edrnjard, If this news be true. 
Poor Queen and fon ! your labour is but loft : 
Jor Warwick is a fubtle orator : 
And Lenvisy a. Prince foon won with moving words. > 
By this account, then, Margaret may win him. 
For Ihe's a woman to be pitied much : 
^er iighs will make a batt'ry in his breaft ; 
Her tears will pierce into a marble heart ; 
The tyger will be mild, while fhe doth mourn ; 
And Nero would be tainted with remorfe. 
To hear, and fee her plaints, her brinilh tears. 
Ay, but ihe's come to beg, Warwick to give : 
She, on his left fide, craving aid for Henry ; 
He, on his right, aflcing a wife for Ed'ward, 
She weeps, and fays, her Henry is depos'd ; 
He fmiles, aiid fays, his Edivard is inftall'd ; 
That fhe, poor wr<?tch, for grief can Ipeak no more ! 
While Warwick tells his title, fmooths the wrong, 
Inferreth arguments of mighty ftrength, 
Xnd in concluiion wins the King from her ; 
With promife of his iifter, and what elfe. 
To ftrengthen, and fupport King Edward^ place. 
b MargWety thus 'twifl be, and thou (poor foul) 
Art then forfaken, as thou went'ft forlorn. 

Hum. Say, what art thou that talk'ft of Kings and 
• Queens I 

K. H, More than I Teem, and lefs than I was born to ; 
A man at leaft, for lefs I ihould not be ; 
And men may talk of Kings, and why jiot I ? 

Hum, Ay 9 but thou talk'ft, as if thou wert a King. 

K* Hemy, Why, fo I am in mind, and that's enough. 

Hum, But if thou be a King, where is thy crown ? 

K. Henry, My crown is in my heart, not on my head : 
Not deck'd with diamonds and Indian Stones ; 
Not to be (een : my crown is caWd Content \, 
A crown it is, that feldom Kings ctv^o^* 



Hui 



142 The Third Part of 

Hum. Well, if you be a King crown'd with content^ 
Your crown content, and you mufl be contented- 
To go along with us. For as we think, 
You are the King, King Ednvard hath depos'd : 
And we his fubjeds, fwom in all allegiance. 
Will apprehend you as his enemy. 

K. Henry, But did you never fwear, and break an oath } 

Hum, No, never luch an oath ; nor will not now. 

K. Hitary. Where did you dwell, when I was King of 
England? 

Hum, Here, in this country, where we now remain. 

K. Henry, I was anointed King at nine months old* 
My father and my grandfather were Kings ; 
And you were fwom true fubje6ts unto me ; 
And tell me then, have you not broke your oaths ? 

SM, No, we were fubjedls but while you were King. 

K. Henry, Why, am I dead ? do I not breathe, a man } 
Ah, fimple men, you know not what you fwear. 
Look, as I blow this feather from my face. 
And as the air blows it to me again, 
Obeying with my wind when I do blow. 
And yielding to another when it blows. 
Commanded always by the greater gull ; 
Such is the lightnefs of you common men. 
But do not break your oaths, for of that fin 
My mild intreaty (hall not make you guilty. 
Go where you will, the King fhall be commanded ; 
And be you Kings, command, and I'll obey. 

Sink, We are true fubjeds to the King, King Edward,' 

K. Henry, So would you be again to Henryy 
If he were feated as King Ed^ward is. ' 

Sink, We charge you in God's name, and in the King%, 
To go with us unto the oiHcers. 

K.^T.In God's name lead, your King's name be obeyed ; 
And what God will, that let your King perform ; 
And what he will, I humbly yield onto. • [^Exeunt* 
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SCENE changes U the Palace. 

Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, Clarence, and Lady Gray. 

K.£i/.T>Rother of G/o'/fr, 2X%X., AlbarC^ field 

IJ This lady's hufband, ^uJohnGray^^^.^ flain. 
His land then feiz'd on by the Conqueror : 
Her fuit is now to repoifefs thofe lands. 
Which we in juftice cannot well deny ; 
Becaafe, in quarrel of the houfe of York^ 
The worthy gentleman did lofe his life. 

Glo* Your Highnefs (hall do well to grant her fuit : 
It were diflionour to deny it her. 

K. Ediu, It were no Icfs; but yet 1*11 make a paufe. 

Glo. Yea ! is it fo ? 
I fee, the lady hath a thing to grant, 
Before the King will grant her humble fait. 

Clar. He knows the game ; how true he keeps the wind ? 

Glo, Silence. 

K. Ediv. Widow, we will confider of your fuit. 
And come fome Other time to know our mind. 

Gray. Right gracious Lord,- 1 cannot brook delay. 
May't pleafe your Highnefs to refolve me now \ 
And what your pleafure is, fhall fatisfy me. 

Gh. Ay, widow ? then I'll warrant you all your lands» 
An if what pleafes him, fhall pleafure you : 
Fight clofer, or, good faith, you'll catch a blow. 

Clar, I fear her not, unlefs fhe chance to fall. 

Glo. God forbid that ! for he'll take vantages. 

K. E. How many children hafl thou, widow ? tell me. 

Chr, I think, he means to beg a child of her. 

Glo. Nay, whip me then: he'll rather give her two. 

Gray, Three, my moil gracious Lord. 

Gk. Ydu fhall have four, ifvou'll berul'd by him. 

K. E, *Twere pity they fhoula lofe their father's lands. 

Gray. Be pitifiil, dread Lord, and grant it then.^ 

K. E. Lords, give us leave ; I'll try this wido\y's wit.. 

Gld. Ay, goo3 leave have you, for you will have lea.vt.\ 
TjU youth take leave, and leave -yovxto \^^ ct>a\.Ocv« 

JL£, Now teJJnie. Madam» do vouYoN^NCixyt^^i^&xrxjX 
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Gray. Ay, full as dearly as I love myfelf. 

K. £. And would you not do niuch to do th^m good ? 

Gray, To do them good, I would fuftain fomehanrj. 

K.E.Then get your hufband's lands, to do them good. 

Gray. Therefore I came unto your Majefty. 

K. E^iv. I'll tell you how thefe lands are to be got. 

Gray. So fhall you bind me to your Highnefs* fervice* 

K. E, What fervice wilt thou do me, if I give them f 

Gray. What you command, that refls in me to do. 

K. Ediv. But you will take exceptions to my boon ? 

Gray. No, gracious Lord, except I cannot do it. 

K. £^xv. Ay, "but thou canft do what I mean to afk. 

Gr^.Why, then I will do what your Grace commands. 

G/o. He plies her hard, and much rain wears the marble. 

Clar. As red as fire ! nay, then her wax mufl melt. 

Gray. Why flops my Lord ? fliall I not hear my talk ? 

K. Ediv. An eafy tafk, 'tis but to love a Kin e. 

Gray. That's foon perform'd, becaufe I am a lubjed* 

K. £. Why then, thy hufband's lands I freely give thee. 

Gray. I take my leave v/ith many thqufand uianks. 

GIo. The match is made, Ihe feals it with a curt'fy. 

K. £a^. But ftay thee, 'tis the fruits of love I mean. 

Cray. The fruits of love I mean, my loving Liege. 

K. Ed-w. Ay, but I fear me, in another lenfe. 
What love, think'ft thou, J fue fo much to get ? 

Gray. My love till death, my humble thanks, my 
prayers ; 
That love, which virtue begs, and virtue grants. 

K. Eti-w. No, by my troth, I did not mean fuch love. 

Gray. Why, then you mean not as 1 thought you. did. 

K. Ei^iv. But now you partly may perceive my mind. 

Gray. My mind will never grant what I perceive 
Your Highnefs aims at, if I aim aright. 

K. Ed^. To tell theejplain, I aim to lie with thee. 

Gray. To tell you plairi, I'd rather lie in prifon. 

!K. ^. Why,then thou (halt not have thy hufband's lands* 

Gray. Why, then mine honefly fhall be my dower j 
JFor by thaflofs I will mot purchafe them. 
K.£dw. Therein thouwrong'H thy children mightily. 
<t^-^.ifereii2/ourHighnefs wrongs box\v>^^\a>^Tv^'reA'. ^ 
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But> mighty Lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the fadncfs of my fuit ; 
Pleafe you difmifs me, or with ay, or no. 

K. £</av. Ay, if thou wilt fay, Ay, to my requeft : 
No ; if thou doft fay, no, to my demand. 

Gray, Then, no, my Lord r my fuit is at an end. 

Glo, The widow likes him not, (he knits her brows. 

Clar, He is the blunteft wooer in chriflendon». 

K. Ednv, Her looks do argue her replete with modefty. 
Her words do (hew her wit incomparable. 
All her perfedllons challenge fovereignty ; 
One way, or other, (he is for a King ; 
And (he (hall be my love, or elfe my Queen. 
Say^ that Kin'^ Ednvard take thee for his Queen ? 

Gray, 'Tis better faid than done, my gracious Lord ; 
I am a fubjeft fit to j eft withal, 
But far unfit to be a Sovereign. ^ 

K. EdiAj, Sweet Widow, by my date I fwear ta thee, 
I fpeak no more than what my foul intends ; 
And that is, to enjoy thee for my love. 

Gray, And that is more than I will yield unto : 
I know, I am too mean to be your Queen ; 
And yet too good to be your concubine. 

K. Ed^, You cavil. Widow ; I did mean, my Queen. 

Gray, 'Twill grieve your Grace, my fons (hould call 
you father. 
. K. Ediv. No more than when my daughters call thet 

mother. 
Thou art a widow, and thou haft fome children ; 
And, by God's mother, I, being but a bachelor. 
Have other fome : why, 'tis a happy thing. 
To be the father unto many fons. 
Anfwer no more, for thou (halt be my Queen. 

Glo. The ghoftly father now hath done his (hrift. 

Clar, When he was made a (hriver, *twas for ihift. 

K. Ed, Brothers, you mufe what chat we two have ha«l. 

Glo, The widow likes it not, for (he looks (ad. 

K. ^^w. You'd think it ftrange, if I (hould m^xt^ VkWt% ^ 

Clar, To whom, my Lord ? 

K. iK/w. Why, Clarence, to itivfclf. 

Vol. V. Q ' <3U. 
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Gio, That would be ten days* wonder at the leaft. 
Clar. That's a day longer than a wonder lafts. 
GU, By fo much is the wonder in extreams. 
K. Edw, Welly jeik on. Brothers ; I can tell yoa both 
Her fuit is granted for hct h«(band*s lands. 

Enter a N^hJeman, 

A5*^. My gracious Lord, HemyyoxLv foe is taken, 
V And brought your prifoner to your palace-gate. 

K. Ediu. 8ee that he be convey'd unto die To^er: 
And go we, brothers, to the man that took him. 
To queftion of his apprehenfion. 
Widow, go you along : Lords, ufc her honourably. 

[Exeunt. 

Manet Gloucefter. 

Gh, Ay, Edivardv/iW ufe women honourably. 
'Would he were wafted, marrow, bones, and all, ~ 
That from his loins no hopeful branch may fpring.. 
To crofs me from the golden time I look for. 
And yet between my foul's defire and me, 
(The luflful Ed^^ard's Title buried) 
Is Clarence^ Henry y and his fon young Ednvardi 
And all th' unlook'd-for ifTue of their bodies, 
^To take their rooms ere I can place myfelf. 
A cold premeditation for my purpofe ! 
-Why, then I do but dream on fov'reignty. 
Like one that ftands upon a promontory. 
And fpies a far-off ihore where he would tread, 
Wifhing his foot were equal with his eye. 
And chides the fea that funders him from thence. 
Saying, he'll lade it dry to have his way : 
So do I wifh, the Crown being fo far off. 
And fol chide the means that keep me from it; 
And fo (I fay) 111 cut the caufes off, 
Flatt'ring my mind with things impoffible. 
My ejre's too quick, my heart o'erweens too much, 
Unlefsmy hand and llrength could equal them. 
Well, fay there is no kingdom tVieiv fox Ricborci : I 

Wliat other pleafure can the woiVd afiot^ x \ 
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m mak< my heaven in a lady's lap. 

And deck my body in gay ornaments. 

And 'witch fweet ladies with my words and looks. 

Oh miferable thought ! and more unlikely. 

Than to aceomplim twenty golden crowns. 

Why, love foriwore me in my mother's womb ; 

And, for I Ihould not deal in her foft laws, 

She did corrupt frail Nature with fome bribe 

To Ihrink mine arm up like a wither'd fhrub ; 

To make an en^ous mountain on my back. 

Where fits deformity to mock my body ; 
^ To (hape my legs of an unequal fize ; 

To difproportion me in every part : 

Like to a chaos, or unlick'd bear- whelp, 

That carries no imprefllon like the dam. 

«And am I then a man to be belov'd ? 

jOh, monftrous faulty to harbour fuch a thought \ 

Then fince this earth affords no joy to me. 

But to command, to check, to o'er-bear fuch 

As are of better perfon than myfelf; 

I'll ,make my heav'n to dream upon the crown ; 

And, whiie I live, t'account this world but hell. 

Until the mif-ihap'd trunk that bears this head. 

Be round-impaled with a glorious crown. 

And yet I know not how to get the crown. 

For many lives ftand between me and home : 

And I, (like one lofl: in a thorny wood. 

That rends the thorns, and is rent with the thorns. 

Seeking a way, and ftraying from the way, 
/Not knowing how to find the open air, 

But toiling ^fp'rately to find it ouj) 

Torment myfelf to catch the Englijh crown. 

And from that torment I will free myfelf. 

Or hew my way out with a bloody ax. 

Why, I can fmile, and murder while I fmile ; 

And cry, content, to that which grieves my heart; ' 

And wet my cheeks with artificial tears. 

And frame my face to all occafions : 

rU drown more fkilors, than t\ic me\m%i&.^^\ 
rn (lay ztkore gazers, than t\ie b^fiM^ \ -vv 

G » ^^ 
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I'll play the orator, as well as Nefior ; 

l^eceive more (lily, than U/j^s could ; 

And, like a Shon, take another Troy : 

I can add colours ev'n to the camelion ; 

Change fhapes with Proteus, for advantages ; 

And fet the murderous Machia'vel to fchool. . 

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ? 

Tut, were it farther oiF, iTl pluck it down. {Exit* 

SCENE (hanges to France. 

Flourtjh. Enter* King Lewis, Lcuiy Bona, Bourbon, 
Edward Prince of Wales, ^een Margaret, and the 
Earl of Oxhrd. Lewis/"//, and rifcth up again. 

K.Z,(fw/V.Tj^ Air Queen oi England, v/orthy Margaret, 

X} Sit down with us ; it ill befits thy flate, 

And birth, that thou fhouldft (land, while Lenvis fits. 

^cen. No, mighty King of France ; now Margaret 
Muft ftrike her fail, and learn a while to ferve. 
Where Kings command. I was, I mull confefs. 
Great :Albion*% Queen in former golden days : 
But now mifcharice haih trod my title down. 
And with dilhonour laid me on the.ground ; . 
Where I muft take like feat unto my fortune. 
And to my humble feat conform myfelf. 

K. Le-w. Why, fay, fair Queen, whence fprings this 
deep defpair? 

^een. From fuch a caufe as fills mine eyes with tears ; 
And ftops my tongue, while my heart's drown'd in cares. 

K. Lemj, Whate'cr it be, be thou ftill like thyfelf. 
And fit thee by our fide. Yield not thy neck 

\Seat5 her by him* 
To fortune's yoke, but let thy dauntlefs mind 
Still ride in triumph over all mifchance. 
Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief; 
It fhall be eas'd, if France can yield relief. 
j^. Thofs gracious words revive my drooping thoughts. 
And give m/ tongue-ty^dforrows ka\t to ^^t^Vv* 
ISfow thciefore be it known to nob\e Le«wis» 
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That Henry^ fole pofleflbr of my love, 
Is, of a King, become a baniih'd man. 
And forc'4 to live in Scotland a forlorn ; 
While proad ambitious Ed'wardi Duke of Yorkj 
Ufurps the regal title, and the feat 
Oi England* s trtie-anointed lawful King. 
This is the canfe, that I, poor Margaret, 
With this my fon Prince Ediuard, Henrys heir. 
Am come to crave thy juft and lawful aid : 
And, if thou fail us, all our hope is done. 
Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help : 
Our people and our Peers are both mif-led. 
Our treafure feiz'd, our foldiers put to flight, 
And, as thou feeft, ourfelves in heavy plight, 

K.L. Renowned Queen, with patience calm the ftorm ; 
While we bethink a means to break it off. 

^een. The more we flay, the ftionger grows our foe» 

K. Lew. The more I (lay, the more Til fuccour thee. 

^ueen, O, but impatience waiteth on true forrow : 
Aiid fee, where comes the breeder of my forrow. 

Enter Warwick. 

K. Z. What's he, approacheth boldly to our prefence ? 

^een. Our Earl oi ff^aruuick^ Edward* s greateft friend. 

K. Zr^w. Welcome, brave ^i^ritvV/f, what brings thee 
to France? [Hedefcends, She arifeth* 

^een. Ay, now begins a fecond ftorm to rife ; 
For this is he, that moves both wind and tide. 

/Fflr. From worthy Edz'jard, King of Jlhioriy 
My Lord and Sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 
I come (in kindnefs and unfeigned love) . * 
Firft to do greetings to thy royal perfon. 
And then to crave a league of amity ; 
And laftly, to confirm that amity 
With nuptial knot, if thou vouchfafe to grant 
That virtuous lady Bona, thy fair iiftcr. 
To England* s King in lawful marriage. 

^ueen. If that go forward, Henry*?, hope is done ! 
' War, And, gracious Madam, in our King's beUalf^ 

\Sf<aktTi^ ttj^^^*^* 
G 3 "V-wsjk. 
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I anv commanded, with your leave and favour,^ 
Humbly to kifs ydut hand; and with my toaguir 
To tell the paffion of my Sovereign's heart ; 
Where fame, late ent'rin j at his heedful ears. 
Hath plac'd thy beauty's image and thy virtue. 

i^(/t. King Le'wisy and lady Bona, hear me fpeaic. 
Before you anfwer /f^arw/Vi. His demand 
Springs not from Ed-wanPs. well-meant honcft lovf > 
But from deceit bred by necefllty : 
For how can tyrants fafely govern home, 
Unlefs abroad they purchate great alliance? 
To' prove him tyrant, this reafon may fufEcc^ 
That Henry liveth ftill ; but were he dead, 
Yet here Prince Ed^varii dsinds, King Htntyh fon. 
Look therefore, Lcivisy that by this leaj;tte and marridJgP^ 
/I*ht>u draw not on thy dailger and diihonour ; 
For tho' ufurpers fway the rule a while. 
Yet heavens are juil, and time fuppreHeth wrongs 

War. Injurious Margaret / ' ■ ■ 
. Prince, And why not Queen ? 

War, Becaufe thy father Henry did ufurp,. 
,And thou no more art Prince, than ihe is Qse^^' 

Oxf. Then Warwick difannuls great John of GottfO^ 
Which did fubdue the gxeateft part of Stain ; 
And, after John of Qauntj Henry the U)urth> 
Whofe wifdom was a mirror to the wifeft ; 
And, after that wife Prince, Henty the fifth. 
Who by his prowefs ^conquered all France z 
From thefe our Henry lineally defcends. 

War, Oxford^ how haps it, in this fmooth difcourfc. 
You told ^ot, how Henry the fwcth hath loft 
All that which Henry the fifth had gotten ? 
Methinks, thefe Pe^rs oi France fhould fmile at that. 
But, for the reft ; you tell a pedigree 
Of threefcore and two years, a filly time 
To make prefcription for a Kingdom's worth. 

0;f. Why, WamjuicA, canft thou fpeak againft thy Liege^t 
Wliom thou ob^yedft thirty and fix years, 
And not beray thy treafon with a blufh? 
AFar. Cm 0:r/krd^y that did evex fcac^ xiv^ tV^t^ 
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Now Ibitckier/alihood with a pedigree ? 

For ihame^ leave ffinsrjr^ zskd xbXI Edwar J King. 

Ox/. Call him xny King, by whofe injuiioas dooin 
My elder brother, the Lord Aubrej^ Virtf 
Was. done to death I and more than fo, my father \ 
Even in the downfal of his mellow'd years, 
When nature brougiit him to the door of death ? 
No, Wammcky no ; while life upholds this armjj 
This- arm upholds the honfe of Lancajier, 

War, And I the houfc of Tork. 

K. Z^w. Qi^een Margaret, Prince Ed<ward, and Oxford 
Vouchfafe at our requeft to Hand afide. 
While I ufe farther conference with Wamjuick* 

^een. Heavens grant, that fFarwick's words bewitc-h* 
. him not ! \They ftand alorf, 

K. Z. Now, Warnuicky tell me ev*n upon thy confcience. 
Is Ed-ward your true King ? for I were loth 
To link wmL him, that were not law6il chofen. 

War, Thereoa I pawn ray credit* and mine honoiw, - 

K. Lpvom But is he gracious in the people's eyes ? v 

' Wax. The more, that Hta^ was unfortunate. 

K. Zrifw. Then, further \ all diflembUng fet afide. 
Tell me for truth the meafore of his love 
Unto opr fiHer Bma. 

War, Such it fecms. 
As may befeem a Monarch like himfelf : 
Myfelt have often heard him fay 'and ^eoF, 
That this his love was an external plant. 
Whereof the root was fix'd in virtue's ground. 
The leaves and fruit maintain' d with beauty's fun \ 
Exempt from envy, but not from difdain, 
Unleis. the Liady Bona quit his pain. 

K. Le^, Now, filler, let us hear your firm reftlve* 

Bona. Your grant, or your denial, ihall be mine. 
Yer 1 confefs, that joften ere- this dav, \Sfeaks to War* 
When I have heard your King's defert recounted. 
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to defire. 

K. Z.Then, Warnvick, this : our fitter fhall be Edward^ % 
And now forthwith ihall articles be drawft 

G 4 ^«^0c^% 
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Touching the jointure that your King muil make. 
Which with her dowry fhall be counterpois'd. 
Draw near. Queen Margaret^ and be a witnefs, 
I'hat Bona fhall be wife to th' Englijh Xing. 

Prince^ To Edwurd^ but not to iYie'EngUJb King* 

^een. Deceitful fTarwic^, it was thy device 
By this alliance to'make void my fuit i 
Before thy coming, Lewis was Henrys friend. 

K. Lenv. And ftill is friend to him and Margaret ; 
But if your Titlte to the Crown be weak, 
As may appear hy Ed<ward*s good fuccefs ; 
Then 'tis but reaibn, that I be released 
From giving aid, which late I promifed. » 

Yet fliall you have all kindnefs.at my hand, 
That your eftate requires, and mine can, yield. 

iVar. Henry now lives in Scotland at his eafe, 
Where having nothing, nothing can he lofe. 
And as for you yx)urfelf, our quondam Queen, 
Yqu have a father able to niaintain you ; 
And better 'twere, you troubled him than France, 

^ueen. Peace, impudent and fliamelefs /^/zriJwVi, peace ! 
Proud fetter up and puller down of Kings ! 
I will not hence, till with my talk and tears 
(Both full of truth) I make King Lewis behold 
Thy fly conveyance, and thy Lord's falfe love : 

\Poft^ blowing a horn 'Within^ 
For both of you are birds of felf-fame feather. 

K. Lew. Warwick^ this is fome Poft to us, or thee. 

Enter a Poft. 

Poft, My Lord AmbalTador, thcfe letters are for ym \ 

[T<? Warwick. 
Sent from your brother. Marquis Montague. 
Thefe, from our King unto your Majefty . \To K. Lew. 
And, Madam, thefe for you ; from whom I know not. 
\Jo theSiueen. ' TJbey all read their Letters. 
Oxf. I like. It well, that our fair Queen and Miftrcfs 
Smiles at her news, while Jfarwick frowns at his. 
/v. Nay, mark, how Lewii ftamps as he were nettled. 
I hope, ail's for the beft. 



King H E N R y VI. 153 

K.Leav, Wanvid, what are thy news? and yours 
fair Queen ? 

^een. Mine fuch, as fills my heart with unhop'd joys. 

H^ar. Mine full of forrow and heart's difcontent. 

'K^.Le'w. What ! has your King marry'd the lady Gr^'/* 
And now, to footh your forgery and his. 
Sends me a paper to perAiade mc patience ? 
Is this th* alliance, that he feeks with France ? 
Dare he prefume to fcorn us in this manner ? 

^ueen* I told your Majeily as much before ; 
This proveth Edavard*s love and JVar-ivick^s honefly. 

fVar. King Lewisy I here proteft in fight of hcav'n. 
And by the hope I have of heav'nly blifs, ^ 

That I am clear from this mifdeed of Edioard's : 
No more my King ; for he dilhonours me. 
But moft himfelf, if he could fee his fhame. 
Did I forget, that by the Houfe of TorA, 
My father came untimely to his death; 
Did I let pafs th' abufe done to my Niece ? 
Did I impale him with the regal Crown ? 
Did I put Heftry from his native Right ? 
And am I guerdori'd at the laft with fhame ? 
Shame on himfelf, for my <lefert is honour? 
And to repair my honour loft for him, 
I here renounce hiih, and return to Henry. 
My noble Queen, let former grudges pafs. 
And henceforth, 1 am thy true fervitor : 
I will revenge his wrong to lady Bona, 
And replant Henry in his former flate. 

^3. Warwicky thefe word s have turn'd my hate to love. 
And I forgive and quite forget old faults ; 
And joy, that thou becom'ft King Henry^s friend. 

IFar, So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend. 
That if King Le-wis vouchfafe to furnifh us 
With fome few bands of chofen foldiers, 
I'll undertake to land them on our coaft. 
And force the tyrant from his feat by war, 
' ris not his new-made bride fhall fuccour hini> 
And, as for Clarence y as my UtUts teWmftj 
He's very likely now to fall from \v\m> 

G 5 ^"^ 
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For matching more for.itanton luft' than honour. 
Or than far ilrength and fafety of our Country. 

Bona. Dear brother, how (hall B&na be revenged y 
Btit by thy help to this diftreflcd Queen ? 

I^ean, Renowned Priacc, how (hall poor Henry live* 
Unlefs thou refcue him from foul defpair ? 

Bona, My quarrel^ and this Englip Queen's^ are one. 
War, And mine, fair Lady Bonay joins^ with yours. 
K.Z.^'m;. And mine with hers, and thine, and Margaret' i.. 
THeiefore at laft 1 firmly am refblv'd 
You fhall have aid. 
i^een. Let me give homble thai^ks for all at onte. 
K. LeiA;, Then, England*^ mcffenget, return in poft* 
And tell falfe Ednjuard, thy fuppofed King, 
That Lewis of France is fending over maikers,^ 
To revel it with him aitd his new bride. 
Thoa feell what's paft, go fear thy King withal. 

Bona, Tell him, in hope he'll prove a widower ihortly^ 
I wear the willow garland for his fake. 

^een. Tell him, my mourning weeds are laid afide ; 
And I am ready to put armow on. 

War, Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong ; 
And therefore I'll uncrown him ere't be long. 
There's thy reward, be gone.— . \Exit Peftm 

EL Lenjj, But, Warwick, 
Thyfelf and Oxford with five thoufand men 
Shall crofs the leas, and give falfe Ednvard battle : 
And, as occafion ferves, this noble Queen 
And Prince fhall follow with a frefh fupply. 
Yet ere thbu go, but anfwer me' one doubt : 
What pledge have w.*^ of thy firm loyalty I 

War, This Ihall aifure my conftant loyalty^ 
That if our Queen and this young Prince agree* 
ril join my younger daughter, and my joy,^ (6) 

To 

^6) TVjoitt fity eldeft Daughter^ and my y^jp, 

Tc him forihw'uh, ] Surely, this is a Miftakt of the Copyiftn 

I^ajy, in the pth Year of King Edward IV. fa^», Edtvard, Prince oi 

^a/rsj wedHed ^ne Second Dan|)iur \o xVvt l.^A <A Wat^'w^* 

And the Duke oi'C/i^cmt wat in Low ^x^yk^ttvii^^t xWU^-j 
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To him forthwith, in holy wedlock' bands. 

^genu Yes^ I agree and Uiank you for your motiotu 
Son EJ'wardy (he is fair and virtuous ; 
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick^ 
And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable. 
That only Warwick^ z daughter ihall be thine^ 

Prince. Yes, I accept her, for (he well deferves it : 
And here to pledge my vow, I give my hand, 

\He gi<ves his hand to Warwick^ 

K.Zrw.Why ftay we now; thefe foldiers fhall be levy 'd. 
And thou. Lord B$urb9nf our high Admiral, 
Shalt waft them over with our royal fleet. 
I long, till Ed'ward fall by war's mifchance, ^ 

For mocking marriage with a Dame of France. 

[Exeunt, Aftf«^/ Warwick^ 

War, I came from Ediuard as ambaiTador, 
But I return his fworn and mortal foe : 
Matter of marriage was the charge he gave mej^ 
But dreadful war ihall anfwer his demand. 
Had he none elfe to make a Stale, but me I « 

Then none but I fhall turn his jeft to forrow. 
I was the chief that raifed him to the Crown, 
And ril be chief to bring him down again : 
Not that I pity Henry^s mifery, 
But feek revenge on Edivard's mockery. ^Exif*' 

l^aM; and in reality was married to her Ave Years before PriQce 

Edivard took the Lady Anne to Wife. 

And in K.. Richard third, Gloueefter, who married this Lady ^n* 

when a Widow, fays 

For then Fll marry Warwick** Yo u K G b s T Daughter* 
What tho I kilVd her Husband and her Father f 

i. «. Prince Edwardy and K. Henry VI. her Father- in Law. S«e 

Jiikcwife H(ftingp*dd io hi» Chrox^lc \ p. 671 and 674. 
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\ SCENE, the Palace in England. 
finter Gloucefter, Clarence, Somerfet and Montague. 

Gloucester. 

NO W tell me, brother Clarence^ what think you, 
Of this new marriage with the lady Gray ? 
Hath not our brother made a worthy choice ? 

Clar, Alas, you know, 'tis far from hence to France: 
How co\ild he ftay till tVar^wick made Return ? 

Som, My Lords, forbear this talk: here comes the King^ 

fhurijh. Enter King Edward, LeUfy Gray as ^ueeny 
Pembroke, Stafford, and Haftings : Fou/ftand on one 
Jidey and four on fke other, 

do. And his well chofen bride. 

Clar, I mind to tell him plainly what I think. 

K. Ed, Now, brother Clarence^ how like you our choice^ 
That you ftand pen five, as half malecontent ? 

Clar, As well as Le^is. of France^ Or th' Earl of 
Waravick, f. 

Which are fo weak of courage, and in judgment. 
That they'll take no offence at our abufe. 

K. Ed^v, Suppofe they take offence without a caufe. 
They are but Lenj^jis and fFarivkiy .And I am Edivardy 
Your King and Warivid^s, and muft hav^ my will. 

GIo, And you fhall have your will, becaufe our King, 
Yet hafty marriage feldom proveth well. 

K. Ediv, Yea, brother Richard, are you offended too ? 

GIo, Not I : no : God forbid, that I fhould wifh 
Them fevered whom God hath join'd together : 
fyt^.to fander them, that yoke fo well. 
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K, Eiiw, Setting your fcorns and mxflikc afide. 
Tell me fome realbn, why the Lady G/vzy 
Should not become my wife and EngiancVs Queen ? 
And you too, Sonurfet and MontaguCy 
Speak freely what you think. 

Clar, Then, this is my opinion ; that King Leims 
Becomes your enemy for mocking him 
About the marriage of the lady BGtia. 

Glo, And War<wicky doing what you gave iti charge; 
Is now dilhonoured by this new marriage. 

K. £</w. What if both Le-wis and IVai-^wick be appeas'd. 
By fuch invention as I can devife } • . 

Mita. Yet to have join'd with France in fuch alliance. 
Would more have flrengthen'd this our Commonwealth 
'Gainft foreign florms, than any home-bred marriage. 

Haft, Why, knows not Montague, that of itfelf 
England is fafe, if true within itfelf? 

Mont, Yes ; but the fafer, when 'tis back'd with France., 

Haft, 'Tis better ufing France, than trufting France, 
Let us be back'd with God, and with the feas, 
Which he hath given for fence impregnable. 
And with their helps alone defend ourfelves : 
In them, and in ourfelves, our fafety lies. 

Clar, Eor this one fpeech, Lord Raftings well deferves 
To have the Heir of the Lord Hungerford, 

K. Ed<w, Ay, what oi that ? it was my will and grant. 
And for this once my will fhall ftand for law. 

Glo. Andy et, methinks, your Grace hath not done well, 
To give the heir and daughter of Lord Scales 
Unto the brother of your loving bride. 
She better would have fitted Me or Clarence; 
But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 

Clar, Or elfe you would not have beftow'd the heir 
Of the Lord Bewuill on your new wife's fon. 
And leave your brothers to go ipeed elfe where. 

K. EdtAj, Alas, poor Clarence ! is it for a wife 
That thou art malecontent ? I will provide thee. 

CL Inchufing foryourfelf, you fhew'd your judgment; 
Which hoing ihailow, you ftiaW gi\t m^ \cw|i 
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To play the broker in mine own behalf ; 
Andy to that end, I ihortly mind to leave you. 

K. Ed^v. Leaye me, or tarry» JEiiiMtnfwill be King^ 
And not be ty'd unto his brother's will. 

^en. My Lords, before it pleas'd hk Majefty 
Tp raife my (late to title of a Queen, 
Do me but right, and you muil all confefs 
That I was not ignoble of defcent ; 
And meaner than myfelf have had like fortune.^ 
But as this Title honours me and mine, 
So your diflikes, to whom I would be pleafing. 
Do cloud my joys with danger and with ibrrow. 

K. Edw. My LovCf forbear to fawn upon their frowns; 
What danger, or what forrow, can bdfal thee. 
So lone as Edfwani is thy conftant friend. 
And their true Sovereign, whom they mull obey B 
Nay, whom they fhall obey, and love thee too, 
Uniefs they feek for hatred at my hands : 
Which if they doy yet will I keep thee fafe ; 
And they Ihall feel the vengeance of my wradr. * 

G/o, 1 hear, yet fay not much, but think the more^'' 

Enter a Poji, 

K. Eihv, Now, MefTenger, what letters or what newt- 
from France P 

Pojf, My fbvcreign Liege, no letters, and few words j 
But fuch as I (without your fpecial pardon) 
Dare not relate. 

K. Eihv. Go to, we pardon thee : 
So tell their words, as near as thou canH guefs thetilv 
What anfwer makes King L^nvis to our letters ? 

Pofl^. At my Depart, t&fe were his very words ; 
Go tdl falfe EJ<v0ard9 thy fuppofed King, 
That Lf^is of France is fending over mafkers 
To reveMt with him and his new bridei 

K Ed^. Is Z#<u;/jfo brave? belike, he thinks me Hemy* 
But what faid lady B(ma to my marriage ? 
- jP^. Theft were her words, utter'd with mild difdainr 
Tell him, ia Jbope he'll prove avfidovfti ftioixV}) 
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ni wear the willow garland for Lis fake. 

K. E^'w) I blame not her, fhe could fay little Icfs ; 
She had the wrong. But what faid Henrys Qgeen > 
For fo I heard, that (he was there in place. 

F^.Tcllhimy(quoth {hc)my mourning weeds arc done;. 
And I am ready to put armour on. 

K. Ediv. Belike, fhe means to play the Amazon, 
But what faid Warwick to thefe injuries ? 

P$ft, He, more incensM againft your Majefty 
Than all the reft, difcharg'd me with thefe words 5 
Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong ; 
And therefore I'll uncrown him ere't be long. 

• IL.Ed^ Ha! durft the traitor breathe out fo proud words ^ 
Well, I will arm me, being thus fore-warn 'd : 
They (hall have wars, and pay for their prefumption^ 
Btft fay, is Wamvick friends with Margaret ? 

Poft. Ay, gracious Sovereign, they're fo link'd iR 
friendfhip. ^ 

That young Prince Ed-ward marries Warwick* s daughter. 
C/. Belike theyounger; Clarence^WX have the elder. (7)^ 
Now, brother King farewel, and fit you fail. 
For I will hence to War-wick's other daughter ; 
That though I want a Kingdom, yet in Marriage 
I may not prove inferior to }fOurfelf. 
You, that love me and War^wick^ follow me.. 

[Exit Clarence j and Somerfet^//«ex. 
Gh. Not I : my thoughts aim at a further matter ; 
I ftay not for love of Edwardy but the Crown. [Afide. 
K^ Ed'w. Clarence and Somerfet both gone to War'wicki 
Yet am I arm'd againft the worft can happen ; 
And hafte is needful in this defp'rate cafe : 
Pembroke and Stafirdy yon in oar behalf 
Go kvy men, and make prepare for war ^ 
They. are already, or will foon bte landed ; 
My(elf in perfon will ftrait follow yon. 

[Exeunt Pembroke and Stafford.- 

(7) Bel hi tbi Ilderj Clartnce lutll bavi the Younger.] I haTC 
▼ehtored to make Eldtr and Younger change Placet in thU Iati<^>!^kco& 
ihe Aathtrity of «11 the printed Copies. 'IViJt'9v«»i^tw^\^^^'^A 
^vioas tQcvcrj ojkj froiD the Prf»f» m-m^'U«Kft\T«s.^Ti%'^*^* 
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But ere I go, Haflings and Montague, 
Refolve my doubt : you twain, of all the reS, 
Are near to JVarivick by blood and by alliance ; 
Tell me, if you love Warnvick more than me ? 
If it be fo, then both depart to him : 
I rather wi(h you foes, than hollow friends. 
But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 
Give^ me aflurance with fome friendly vow. 
That I may never have you in fufpedl. 

Mon* So God help Montague, as he proves true ! 

Hafl» And Raftings, as he favours EduuanPs Caufe ! 

K. Ednv, Now, brother Richard, will you fland by us ? 

Glo. Ay, in defpight of all that fhall withftand you. 

K. Ed^, Why fo, then am I fure of vidlocy. 
Now therefore let ut hence, ancl lofe no hour, 
^Till we meet Warwick with his foreign Power. \Exe, 

SCENE, in Warwickfliire. 

Enter Warwick and Oxford, 'with French Soldiers, 

War, "T^Ruft me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well : 
X The common people fwarm by numbers to us. 

Enter Clarence and Somerfet. 

But fee, w here Somerfet and Clarence come ; 
Spe^k fuddenly, my Lords, are we all friends ? 
dor. Fear not that, my Lord. 
War, Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick { 
And welcome, Somerfet : I hold it cowardife 
To reft miftruftful, where a noble heart 
Hath pawn'd an open hand in fign of love. 
Elfe might I think, that Clarence, Eih^ard's brother. 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings. 
But welcome, friend, .my daughter ihall be thine. 
And now what refts, but in night's coverture. 
Thy brother being carclefsly encamp'd. 
His Toldiers lurking in the towns about, (8) 

And 
{8) fffj So/dr'ers lurking in /i»* Town <ifcout.'\ "Dt . Tbirlbj ^i^^SSfc^ 
Oic^eadJng 2ht/M hex€, very juaiy^ upon 0:ic Pioq^ o« \Yv\%^?>S^»%t6 
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And bat attended by a fimple guard. 
We may furprifce and take him at our pleafure .^ 
Our fcouts have found th* adventure very eafy : 
That as U/x//es and ftout Diomede 
With ^ght and manhood Hole to Rhefus* tents, 
And brought from thence the Thfacian fatal fteeds ; 
So we, well cover'd with the night's black mantle. 
At unawares may beat down Edivard^s guard, 
And feize himfelf : I fay not, ilaughter him ; 
•For I intend but only to furprize him ; 
You, that will follow me to this attempt. 
Applaud the name of Henry with your leader. 

[They ail cry, Henry ! 
Why then, let's on our way in filent fort, 
por JVarnjuick^ndL his friends, God and St. George! 

[Exeunh 

Enttr the JVatcbmen to guard the Kin^s Tent. 

1 Watch. Come on, my mailers, each man take his Hand : 
The Kine by this has fet him down to fleep. 

2 Watoj. What, will he not to bed ? 

1 Watch. Why, no ; for he hath made a folemn vow. 
Never to lie and take his natural reft. 

Till War-wick or himfelf be quite fuppreft. 

2 Watch, To-morrow then, belike, Ihall be the day ; 
If Warwick be fo near, as men report. 

3 Watch, But fay, I pfay, what nobleman is that. 
That with the King here refteth in his tent ? 

1 Watch. 'Tis the Lord Hafiings, the King's chicfcft 

friend. 
3 Watch, O, is it fo ? but why commands the King, 
That his chief followers lodge in t©wns about him. 
While he himfelf keepeth in the cold field ? 

2 Watch, .'Tis the more honour, becaufe the more 

dangerous. 

3 Watch, Ay, but give me worfhip and quietnefs ; 

ipcken by the Guard in the Scene immediately following. 

— ~ but ivhy Cbmmandi tbt K!iti%> 

7ia/ kis chief FoiriKirs lodge in Towni atont btw, 1=.^. 
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J like it better than a dangerous honour* 
If Warwick knew in what eftate he ftandfi,, 
'Tis to be doubted, he would weaken him. 

1 Watch, Unlefs our halberds did ihut np his pafiage*. 

2 Watch, Ay ; wherefore elfc guard we this royal tcnt^. 
But to defend ills perfon from night- foes ? 

ji^;?/^ Warwick^ Clarence, Oxford, Somerfet^^m^ French 
SoUurjy filent all. 

^P^r.This is his tent ; and fee^ where (lands his guard v 
Courage, my mafters : honour now, or never \ 
But follow me, and Edward (h^ll be ours. 

1 Watck. Who goes there ? 

2 Watch, Stay, or thou dieft. 

[Warwick and the reft cry alU Warwick ! Warwick ! 
andftt upon the Guard ; nuho Jhj crying^ Arms I 
Arm ! Warwick and the refifoUowmg them* 

• ' ne Drum heating, and Trumpets founding. 

Enter Warwick, Somerfet, v and the reft, hringiig the 
Mingeut in a genut^ fitting in a chair % Cflo^fter and ^ 
Hattings^//rg- o<v€r the Stage. 

,$cm. What are they, that fly there ? 

War, Richard and Haftitigs ;^ let them go,i here U the : 
Duke. 

K. Ed'w, The Duke ! why, Warwick, when we parte<^ . 
Thou call'dft me King ? 

War, Ay, t^t the cafe is alter'd. 
When you difgrac'd me in my embaHlade, 
Then I degra&d you from being King ; 
And come now to create you Duke oiTerk.. 
Alas, how fhould you- govern any kingdom^ 
That know not how to ufe ambaflfadors ; 
Nor how to be contented with one wife. 
Nor how to ufe your brothers brotherly, 
JioT how to ftudy for the people's welfare. 
Nor how to fhpowd yourfelf from caemies ? 
X JSla^w. Brother o£ Clarentu a^4 art xfeiw^itn xs».\ 
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^ay, then I fee, tYiZt Edward needs maftdown. 
Yet, Waimvicky vol defpight of all mifchaxicer 
Of thee thyfelf, and all thy 'compiices, 
Md^Hrn^ ^lll always bear himieif as King : 
Though fortune's malice overdirow my ftate. 
My mind exceeds thft compafs of her wheel. 

fF(tr. Then» for his mind^ be Edward England's King : 

[Taies off hit Grcwft* 
But Hemy iioNv fhall wear the Engujh crown. 
And be true King, indeed ; thou but the iOuuiow. 
My Lord of Somerfity at my reijueft, 
Sec that forthwith Duke Ed<ward be convey'd 
Unto my brother, arehbifhop of York : 
When I have fought with Bemh oh and his fellows^, 
I'll follow you, and tell you what reply 
Le^ii and Lady Bona fent to him : > 
^ow for a while farewel, good Duke of TorL 

K. Ed. What £ite9 impbfe, that men muft needs abide ; 
It boots not to refift both wind and tide. 

[Exit King Edw^ led put firci^jf^ 

Ox/, What now remains, my Lords, for os to do. 
But inarch to London with our foldiers ? 

fTar. Ay, i^at's the firft thing that we have to io^ 
To free -King Hemy from imprifonroent. 
And fee him feated in the regal throne. [Exetmt,t 

SCENEy The Palace. 

Enter Rivers, and the ^een, 

iJiv.Ti yTAdam, what makes you in this fudden change ?" 
JLVJL ^een. Why, brother iJ/«iwj, are you yet 
to learn. 
What late misfortune has befaU'n King EdwoardP 

Rk;JWhsLt ! lofs of fome pitcht battle SLgtLinft.fFar'wici't 

^ueen. No, but the lofs of his own royal pcrfon. 

Ri'v, Then is my fovereign (lain ? 

^ueen. Ay, almoft flain, for he is taken prifoner. 
Either betray'd by falfhood of his guaa:d. 
Or b/ bis foe /iirpri^'d at un^awaxt^ v 
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And, as I further have to underfland. 
Is now committed to the bilhop of Tcrk, 
Fell Warivick^B brother, and by that our foe. 

Ri<v, Thefe news, I muft confefs, are full of grief : . 
Yet, gracious Madam, bear ,it as you may ; 
Warwick may lofe, that now hath won the day. 

^luen. Till then fair hope muft hinder liie's decay. 
And I the rather wean me from defpair, 
For love of Eduuard*s ofF-fpririg in my womb : 
This is't, that makes me bridle in my paflion. 
And bear with mildnefs my misfortune's crofs : 
Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear. 
And ftop the rifmg 0/ blood-fucking iighs. 
Left with my fighs or tears, I blaft or drown 
King Ednxjard*^ frjiit, true heir to th* Englijh crown. 

Rtnj, But, Madam, where is Wariuick then become ? 

^een. I am informed that he comes tow'rds London^ • 
Tq fet the crown once more on Henry*% head : 
Guefs thou the reft, King Ed'ward's friends muft down. 
But to prevent the tyrant's violence, 
(For truft not him, that once hath broken faith i) 
I'll hence forthwith unto the fanftuary. 
To fave at leaft the heir o£,Edward's right. 
There fhall I reft fecure from force and fraud : 
Come therefore, let us fly, while we may fly j 
If fVarivick take us, we are fure to die. [Exeunt* 

SCENE a Park near Middlcham-C^/i? in 
Yorkfhire. 

Enter Gloucefter, Lord Haftings, and Sir William 

Stanley. 

GA. VTOw, my Lord. HaflingSy and Sir William Stanley, 
^ X^ Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither. 

Into the chiefeft thicket of the park. 

Thus ftands the cafe ; you know, our King, my brother. 
Is priibner to the bifhop, at whofc hands, 
He bath good ufage and great \\Wtv \ 
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' And often but attended with weak guard 
Comes hunting this way to difport himfelf. 
I have advertised him by fecret means. 
That if about this hour he make his way, 

-Under the colour of his ufual game ; 

■ He (bail here find his friends with horfe and men. 
To fet him free from his captivity. 

Enter King Edward, and a Hunt/man muiih him. . 

Hunt. This way, my Lord, for this way lies the game. 

KrEdtv. Nay, this way, man ; fee, where the huntf- 
. men ftand. 
Now, brother Glo'Jiery HaftingSy and the reft. 
Stand- you. thus clofe to Ileal the bifhop's deer ? 

Glo, Brother, the time and cafe requireth hafle. 
Your horfe ftands ready at the park-corner. 

K. Edn.\j. But whither (hall we then ? 

Haft, To Lyny my Lord, 
'And (hip from thence to Flanders, 
- G/(7. Well guefs'd, believe me, for that was my meaning, 

K. Ediv, Stanley, I will requite thy forwardnefs. 

Glo, But wherefore ftay wc ? 'tis no time to talk. 

K.£^.Huntfman, what fay 'ft thou? wilt thou go along? 

Hunt. Better do fo, than tarry and be hang'd. 

Gh. Come then away, let's ha' no more ado. 

K.J?.Bifliop,farewel; ftiield thee iromWarwcickh frown; 
And pray, that I may repoflefs the crown. [Exeunt* 

SCENE changes to the Tower in London. 

Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warwick, Somerfet, young 
Richmond, Oxford, Montague, and Lieutenant of jke 
Tower. 

K.jy^».T\ /TR. Lieutenant, now that God and friends 
X VJL Have Ihaken Edmsard from the regal feat. 
And turn'd my captive ftate to liberty, 
}Ay fear to hope, my forrowi uulo \o^^ \ 
At our cnhrgmsnt what ate 1V17 d^ue i^^^X 
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Lteu. Subje^s may challenge nothing of their &> 
jreigns; 
But if an humble pra)rer may prevail^ 
I then crave pardon of your Majefty. 

K^ Hemy. . For what, lieutenant ? for well afing'S 
Nay, be thou fure, I'll well requite thy kindneis ; 
For that it made my impriibnment a pleafure : 
Ay, fuch a pleafure as incaged birds 
Conceive, when after many moody thoughts. 
At lail, by notes of houfliold harmony. 
They quite forget their lofs of liberty. 
But Warwick, after God, thou fett'ft me free. 
And chiefly therefore I thank God and thee : 
He was the author, thou the inllrument. 
Therefore that I may conquer fortune's fpight. 
By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me ; 
And that the people of this blefled land 
May not be punim'd with my thwarting ftars ; 
Wamvickj although my head ilill wear the crown, 
J here refign my government to thee, 
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

War, Your Grace has ftill been fam'd for virtuou 
And now may (eem as wife as virtuous, 
By fpying and avoiding fortune's malice. 
For tew men rightly temper with the flars ; 
Yet in this one thing Jet me blame yowr Grace, 
JFor chufing me when Clarence is in place. 

Clar, No, Wartjuick, thou art worthy of the fway. 
To whom the heav'ns in thy nativity 
Adjudg'd an olive branch and lawrel crown. 
As likely to be bleft in peace and war ; 
'And therefore I yield thee my free conient. 

fVar^ And I chufe Clarence only for protedlor. 

K.Hen, Warmjick and Clartnce^ give me both your hanc 
Now join your hands, and with your hands, your hear' 
That no diflention hinder government. 
J make you both protedlors of this landj 
While I myfslf will lead a private life ; 
And in derodon fpend my Wtet da.^^. 
To lin^s rebukp, and my Creator'^ ^wfc* 
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War, What anfwcrs Clarence to his fov*reign's will ? 
'Clar. That he confents, if TFarwicJ^ yield content ^ 
For on thy fortune I repofe myfelf. 

fTar. Why then, though loth, yet muft I be content : 
We'll yoke together, like a double Ihadow 
To Hemy^s body, and fupply his place ; 
I meftn, in bearing weight of government : 
While he enjoys the honour, and his eafe. 
• And, Clarencey now then it is more than needful, * 
Forthwith that Ed^ward be pronounc'd a traitor ^ 
And all his lands and goods confifcated. 

Clar. What elfe ? and that fucceffion be determined. 
War, Ay, therein Clarence ihall not want his part. 
K. Henry, But with the firft of all our chief aitairs. 
Let me intreat, for I command no more. 
That Margaret your Queen and my fon Edward 
Be fent for, to return from France with (peed. 
For till I fee them here, by doubtful fear 
My joy of liberty is half eclips'd. 

Clar, It ihall be done, my iovVeign, with all fpeed. 
K. Henry, My Lord of Somerfet^ what youth is that. 
Of whom ^ou feem to have To tender care ? 

Som, My Liege, it is young Hettry^ Earl of Richmond. 
K. Henry, Come hither^ Englan.'Ts hope : if fecret powers 
\Lays bis hand on his head, 
Suggeft but truth to my divining thoughts. 
This pretty lad will prove our country's blifs. 
His looks are full of peaceful majefty. 
His head by nature fram'd to wear a crown, 
His hand to wield a fcepter, and himfelf 
Likely in time to blefs a regal throne. 
Make much of him^ my Lords ; fdr this is he 
Muft help you more, than you are hurt by xne. 

» Eater a Pofi, 



War, What news, my friend ? 
Poft, That Edward is efc^ped from -^Ci^oct Xii^'^'w:, 
And Med, as he hears &iice> to Bur^undj« 
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War, Unfavory news ; but how made -he efcapc ? 

Pofl. He was convey'd by Richard Duke of Glo'Jhr, 
And the Lord Haftings^ who attended him 
In fecret ambuQi on the foreil-lide. 
And from the bifhop's huntfmen refcu'd him : 
For hunting was his daily exercife. 

War. My brother was too carelefs of his charge. 
But let us hence, my fovereign, to provide 
A ialve for any fore that may betide. [Exeunt. 

Manent Somerfet, Richmond, and Oxford. 

Som. My Lord, I like not of this flight of Edwardh : 
For, doubtlefs. Burgundy will yield him help. 
And we fhall have more wars before't be long. 
As Henry^s late prefaging prophefy 
Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Richmend; 
So doth my heart mif-give me, in thefe conflidls 
What may befal him, to his harm and ours. 
Therefore, Lord Oxford^ to prevent the woril. 
Forthwith we'll fend him hence to Brit any ^ 
Till ftorms be paft of civil enmity. 

Oxf, Ay, for if ^^ov^r^ re-pofTefs the crown, 
'Tis like, that Richmond with the reft fhall down. 

Som. It Ihall be fo ; he fhall to Britany, 
Come therefore, let's about it fpeedily. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to York. 
Enter King Edward, Glpucefter, Haftings, dnd Soldiers, 

K. Ed<w. 'V T Ow, brother Richard, Haftings , and the reft, 
JJNI Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends ; 
And fays, that once more I ftiall interchange 
My wained ftate for Henry^s regal crown. 
Well have we pafs'd, and now repafs'd the feas. 
And brought defired help from Burgundy, 
What then remains, we ]being thus ^mV^ 
-From Ila^'cn/furg^ • before the gales o£ Tork^ 
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3at that we enter, as into our dukedom ? 

Gh. The gates made fad ! brother, I like not this. 
For many men, that Humble at the threfhold. 
Arc well foretold that danger lurks within. 

K. EdiA). Tufh ! man, aboadments mufl not now 
• affright us : 

By fsuir or foul means we mufl tnter in> 
For hither will our friends repair to us. 

Haft. My lAegty V\\ knock once more to fummon them • 

/ Enter on the walls 9 the Mayor ^ York and his Brethren. 

Mayor. MyLords,we were fore-warned of your coming, 
.And (hut the gates for fafety of ourfelves ; 
For now we owe allegiance unto Henry, 

K. Edw. But, mailer Majror, 'ii Henry be your King, 
Yet Edward, at the leaft, is Duke of Tork, 

Mayor, True, my good Lord, I know you for no lefs. 

K. Ed. Why, and I challenge nothing but my dukedom; 
As being well content with that alone. 

Glo. But when the fox has once got in hid nofe. 
He'll foon find means to make the body follow. [JJide. 

Haft. Why, mailer Mayor, why ftand you in a doubt ? 
<^en the gates, we are King Henry* s friends. 

Mayor. Ay, fay you fo ? the gates Ihall then be open'd. 

\He defcends. 

Glo. A wife flout captain, and perfuaded foon ? 

Haft, The good old man would fain 4hat all were \vH?, 
So 'twere not 'long of him ; but being entered, 
I doubt not, I, but we fhall foon perfuade 
Both him and all his brothers unto reafon. 

Enter the Mayor , and t'wo Aldermen. 

K. Edix), So, mailer Mayor ; thef« gates mull not be fhut 
But in the night, or in the time o? war. 
What, fear not, man, but yield me up the keys ; 

\Takes his kep. 
For Edward vfiW defend the town ?LTvd. \^^^^ 
And Sill thofc friends, that deWti to £o\\on4 xafc- 

VoL.V. *H M.a\A- 
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Marc}}. Enter Montgomery, <with Drum and SoUiers. 

Glo. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery^ 
Our trufty friend, unlefs I be deceiv'cl. 

K. Ed. Welcome, Sir John ; but why come you in arms I 
Montg. To help King Edivard in his time of ftorm, 
As every loyal fuDJed ought to do. " . 

K. Ediv. Thanks, good Montgomery ; but we now forget^ 
Our title to the crown, and only claim 
Our dukedem, 'till God pleafc to fend the reft. 

Montg. Then fare you well, for I will hence again ; 
I came to ferve a King, and not a Duke : 
Drummer, ftrike up, and let us march away. 

[The Drum begins a March. 
K. Ed<w. Nay, ftay, Sivjohn^ a while ; and we'll debate. 
By. what fafe means the crown may be rccover'd. 

Montg. What talk you of debating ? in few words. 
If you'll not here proclaim yourfelf our King, 
I'll leave you to your fortune, and be gone 
To keep them back that come to fuccour you. 
Why fhall we fight, if you pretend no title ? 
G/o. Why, brother, wherefore iland you on nice points ? 
K.^.When we grow ftronger, then we'll make our claim: 
Till then, 'tis wifdom to conceal oi|r meaning. 

Haft. Away with fcrupulous wit, now arms muft rule. 
Glo. And fearlefs minds climb fooneft unto crowns. 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand ; 
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends. 

K. Edw. Then be it, as you will ; for 'tis my right ; 
And Henry but ufirps the diadem. 

Montg. Ajr, now my Sov 'reign fpeaketh like himfelf : ' 
And now wiU I be Eduoard^^ champion. 

//^. Sound, trumpet, Ed^ard^?^ be here proclaim 'd : 
Come, fellow-foldier, make thou proclamation. \Flcuriflf. 
Sold. Edward the fourth by the Grace of Gody King of 
England and YxzxiCt, andLordoflrtl^xidy ^c. 

Montg. And whofoe'er gain-fays King ^^xu^r^'s right. 
By this I challenge him to fiT\^\e ^^x. 

\Tfcr<AU$ fiknwn Vw Gauntlet* 



King H E N R Y VL lyt 

jfIL Long live Edward the fourth ! 

K. j&^'w.Thanks, brave Montgomery ; and thanks <o alU « 
If fortune ferve me, PU requite this kindnefs. 
Now, for this night, let's harbour here in York: 
And when the morning fun fhall raife his ear 
Above the border of this horizon. 
We'll forward towards Wamvicky and his mates ; 
For .well I wot, that Henry is no foldicr, 
" Ah, froward Clarence^ evil it befecms thee 
To flatter Henrys and forfake thy brother ! 
Yet as we nwy, we'll meet both thee and Warwick 
Come on, brave foldiers, doubt not of the day : 
And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. {Extunt. 

SCENE changes again to London. 

Enter King Henry, Warwick, Montague, Clarencej ' 
Oxford, and 'Somerfet. 

ZT^r^lTZHat counfel, Lords? EdnJUard from Se/gia, 
VV ^ With hafty Germans, and blunt Hollanders^ 
Hath pafe'd in fafety through the narrow Teas ; 
And with his troops doth march amain to London ; 
And many giddy people flock to him. 

K. Henry, Let's levy men, and beat him back Jtgain, 

Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out. 
Which, being fufFer'd, rivers cannot quench. 

War, In Warwick/hire I have true-lfearted friends, 
"Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war, 
Thofe will I mufler up; and thou, fon Clarenie^ 
Shalt ftir, in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 
The knights and gentlemen to come with ^Jict» 
Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leicefterjhire, flialt find 
Men well inclined to hear, what thou command'fl. 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well .belov'd. 
In Oxford/hire (halt mufter up thy friends. 
My Sov'reign, with the loving citixt\i^^ 
{hike to. his i/Iand girt witli t£^ qc^^ai, ^ 

Hz ^^ 
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Or modell Dian circled with her nymphs,) 
Shall J*eft in Londbn^ 'till we come to him : 
Fair Lords, take leave, and ftand not to reply. 
' Farewel,. my Sovereign. 

K,Hen. Farewel, my HeSor, and my Troy's true hope. 

Cfar. In fign of truth, I kifs your highnefs' hand. 

K. Henry. Well-ininded Clarence y be thou fortunate ! 

Mont, Conifort, my Lord, and fo I take my leave. 

Oxf, And thus I leal my truth, and bid adieu. 
• IL, Henry, Sweet Oxford^ anfl my lov'ivig Montague, 
And all at once, once more a happy farewel. 

JVar, Farewel, fwect Lords ; let's meet at Coventry * 

[Exeunt. 

K. Hemy, Here at the palace will I reft a while, 
Coufin of Exeter, what thinks your Lordfhip ? 
Methinks, the pow'r, that Ednuard hath in field. 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 

'Exe, The doubt is, that he will feduce the reft. 

K. /f<?/?.That's not i!ny fear, my meed hath got me fame : ^ 
I.hav^not ftopt miiie ears to their demands, 
Nor pofted off their fuits with flow delays : 
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds. 
My mildnefs hath allay'd their fwelling griefs. 
My mercy dry'd thoir water-flowing tears, 
I have not been dcflrous of their wealth, 
Nor much opprefs'd them with great fubfidies. 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err'd. 
Then why fliould they love Edijuard more than me? 
No, Exeter, thefe graces challenge grace : 
And when the lion fawns upon the lamb. 
The lamb will never ceafe to follow him. 

[Shout ^within, yi/Lancafter! a Lancafter! 
Exe, Hark, hark, my Lord, what fhouts are thefe ? 

Enter King Edward, and his Soldiers, 

K, Ed, Seize on the ftiame-fac'd Henry, bear him hence. 
And once again proclaim us Kiiv^ of England, 
You arc the fount, that make £ma\\ \«oq>?l% xo ^^>»i \ 
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Now ftops thy fpring, my fea fhall fuck them dry. 
And fwell fo much the higher, by their ebb. 
Hence with him to the Ttywer, let him not fpeak. 

\Exeunt nvith King Henry.. 
And, Lords, to Co^ventry bend we our courfe, 
Where peremptory Warnjuick now remains. 
The fun fhiries hot ; and if we ufe delay. 
Cold biting winter mars our hop'd-for hay. 

Gto. Away betimes, before his forces join ; 
And take fte great-grown traitor unawares ; 
Brave warriors, march amain tow'rds Coventry ^ \Ex£unu 
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SCENE, before the Town of Coventry. 

Enter Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, two MeJ^ 
fengers and others^ upon the walls, 

Warwick. 

WHere is the poft, that came from valiant Oxford? ' 
How far hence is thy Lord, mine honeft fellow I 

1 Mef, By this at Dun/more, marching hither-ward'. 
War, How far off is our brother Montague? 

Where is the poft, that came from Montague? 

2 Mc/, By this at Daintry, with a puiflknt troop. 

Enier Somerville. 

War. Say, Somer<viIlef what fays my loving fon ? 
And by thy guefs how nigh is Clarence now ? 

Somer*v, At Southam I did leave him with his force*^ 
And do expeft him here fome two hours hence. 

W^r, Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his drum. 

Samera/. It is not his, my Lotd. \ \v"txe ^out\3am\\R.'^\ 
The dram, your honour heats » mw^^jJEwlx^XBLWornwUV- 
H 3 ' Wa 
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War, Who fhoold that be,? belike, unlook'd-for friends. 
So?ner*v. They are at hand, and you Ihall quickly know. 

.March, FJouriJh* Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, and 
SMiers, 

K. Ediv. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and found a parle. 

GIo, See, how the furly Warwick mans the wall. 

War, Oh, unbid fpight I is fportful Edivard tome ? 
Where flept our fcouts, or how are they feduc'd. 
That we could hear no news of his repair ? 

K. Edw, Now, IVar^ickj wilt thou ope the eity-gates. 
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee. 
Call Ed^mrd King, and at his hands beg mercy ? 
And he (hall pardon thee thcfe outrages. 

War, Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence, 
Confefs who fet thee up andplucjc'd thee down. 
Call Warwick patron, and be penitent ? 
And thou fhalt ftill remain the Duke ofTork, 

GIo, I thought, at kaft, he would have faid the King ; 
Or did he make the jeft again ft his will ? 

War, Is not a Dukedom, Sir, a goodly gift ?- 

G/o, Ay, by my faith, for a poor Earl to give : 
I'll do thee fervice for fo good a gift. 

Wjar,'Tw2Ls I,, that gave the Kingdom to thy brother. 

K. Ed, Why, then 'tis mine, if but by Warwick's gift. 

War, Thou art no Jtlas for fo great a weight : 
And, weakling, Wamxjick takes his gift again ; 
And Henry is my King, Warnjuick his fubjed. 

K. Ed^uu, But Wariviek^s King is Ed-ward* s prifoncr : 
* And, gallant Warnvickj do but anfwer this, 
What is the body when the head is oiF? 

Glo. Alas ! that Wamjukk had no more fore-caft. 
But while he thought to fteal the fingle ten. 
The King was flily finger'd from the deck : 
You left poor Henry at the Biihop's palace, 
And, ten to one, you'll meet him in the Tower, 

K. Edw, 'Tis even fo ; yet you are Warwick ftill. 
- G/ff, Come, Warwick, take tixc time, feafc^l down, 
kneel down ; ^- 
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Nay, when ? ftrike now, or elfe the iron cools. 

iVar, I'd rather chop this hand oiF at a blow. 
And with the other fling it at thy face. 
Than bear fo low a fail, to ftrike to thee. 

K. Ediu. Sail, how thou canft ; have wind' and tide 
thy friend : 
This hand, faft wound about thy coal-black hair. 
Shall, while thy head is warm and new cut off. 
Write in the duft this fentence with thy blood; 
Wind'Changing Warwick no^M can change no more. 

Enter Oxford, luith drum and colours* • 

War, O ch earful colours ! fee, where Oxford comes ! 

Oxf, Oxford! Oxford! for Lancafer ! 

Glo, The gates are open, let us enter too. 

K. Ediv, So other foes may fet upon our backs. 
Stand vve in good array ; for they, no doubt, 
Will ifTue out again and bid us battle : 
If not, the city being of fmall defence. 
We'll quickly rouze the traitors in the fame. 

War. O, welcome, Oxford! for we want thy help. 

Enter Montague, ^ith drum and colours* 

Mont, Montague ! Mojitague ! for Lancafter ! 

Glo, Thou, and thy brother both, Ihall buy this treafon 
iEv'n with the deareft blood your bodies bear. 

K. Ediu, The harder match'd, the greater vi£lory ; 
My mind prefageth happy gain and conqueft. 

Enter Somerfet, ^Hh drum and colour s, 

Som. Somerfet ! Somerfet ! for Lancafter ! 

Glo, Two of thy name, both Dukes o{ Somerfet ^ 
Have fold their lives unto the houfe o^Yorky 
And thou Ihalt be the third, if this fword hold. 
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Enter Clarence, twith drum and colours* 

War, And lo ! where George of Clarence fweeps aIong» 
Of force enough to bid his brother battle : 
With whom an upright zeal to right prevails 
More than the nature of a brother's love. 
Come, Cfareuce, come; thou wilt, if WartuicJ^ cM.-^ 

[A Parley is founded', Richard and Clarence ^whi/per 
together ; and then Clarence takes his red rofe out of 
bis hat, and thro<ws it at Warwick.] (9) 

Cla, Father ofWartvick, know you what this means? 
LcJok, here, I throw my infamy at thee : 
1 will not ruinate my father's houfe. 
Who gave his blood to lime the ftones together, 
And fet up Zr^«f<n7?^r, Why, trow'ft thou, ^«>-<iv/V/, 
That Clarence is lo harlh; fo blunt, unnatural, 
To bend the fatal inftruments of war 
Againft his brother, and his lawful King ? 
Perhaps, thou wilt objedt my holy oath : 
To keep that oath were more impiety. 
Than Jepthah^s, when he facrific'd his daughter. 
I am fo forry for my trefpafs made. 
That, to deferve well at my brother's hands, 
I here proclaim myfelf thy mortal foe : 
With refolution, wherefoe'er I meet thee, 
(As I will meet thee, if thou ftir abroad,) 
To plague thee for thy foul mif-leading me. 
And fo, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee, 
And to my brother turn my bluihing cheeks. 
Pardon me, .Ednxjard^ I will make amends : 
And Richard, do hot, frown upon my faults : 
For 1 will henceforth be nx) more unconftant. 

{i^)AVarhy h {curded, &c.} This ncceflary Note of Dire£lioa,* 
Vrhich explains the Matter in A^Ion, I reftored fr6m the old ^w/iit*. 
And,' without it, .it is impoffible that any Reader can guefs at the 
Meaning of this Line of Clarence^ 

Zjfikj here I tbniv piy I^fumy a* Tb««% 
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It.£. Now, welcome more, and ten times more belov'd. 
Than ff thou never hadft deferv'd our hate. 

Glo. Welcome, good Clarence, this is brother-like* 

U^ar, O paffing traitor, perjur'd and unjuft ! 

K. Ednv. What, War^icky wilt thou leave the towtt 
and fight ? 
Or fhall we beat the ^ones about thine ears ? 

War, Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence ; 
I will away towards Barnet prefently. 
And bid thee battle, Edwjardy if thou dar'ft. 

.K.Ed. Yes, JVar^-wickyEd'iuarddiZXts, andleadsthe wayt 
Lords, to the field ; St. George and vidory I [ExeunU 

March. Warwick and his Company foUow, 

, SCENE, a Field of Battle near Barnet. 

Jlarm and Excurjions. Enter Edward, bringing forth 
Warwick mounded. 

K. £</xv.Q O, lie thou there : die thou, and die our fear : 
O For Warnjoick was a bug, that feared us all^ 
Now, Montague^ fit fail, I leek for thee ; ■ 
That Warnuick\ bones may keep thine company. \Exit. 
War. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend, or foe> 
And tell me, who is vi<5lor, York, or War-wick P 
Why afk I that ? my mangled body fhews. 
My olood, my want of ftrength, my fick heart (hew$ 
'I'hat I muft yield my body to the earth. 
And, by my Fall, the Conqueft to my foe. ' ^ 

That yields the cedar to die ax's edge^ 
Whole arms gave Ihelter to the princely eagle ; 
Under whole fhade the riamping lion flept* 
Whofe top branch over-peer'd foveas fpreading trce» 
And kept low fluubs from winter's powerful wind. 
Thefe eyes, that now are dim*d with death's black veil> 
Have been as piercing as the mivi-day Sun, 
To fearch the fecret treafons of the world. 
The wrinkles in my brovj, i\o>n ^vC ^m'Cci.'^'Cii^^^ 
Wt:iv iiten'd oft to ely {epuYOw:^^. _ 
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For'who liv'd King, but I coifld dig his grave ? 
And who durft fmile, when Wartvick bent his brow ? 
Lo ! now my glory fmear'd in duft-and blood, , 
My parks, my walks, my manors that I had^ 
Ev*n now forfake me ; and of all my lands 
Is nothing left me, but my body's length. 
Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and dmft I 
And Kvc we how we can, yet die we muft. 

Enter Oxford and Somerfet, 

Som* Ah, Witrwicky Warivickj wcrt thou as we are. 
We might recover all our lofs again : 
The Queen from France hath brought a puiflant^Pow'r: 
Ev'n now we heard the news : ah, could'fl thou fly ! 

WoTf Why, then I would not fly. Ah, Montague^ 

If thou be there, fweet brother, take my hand, 
AjndAvith thy lips keep in my .foul a while. 
Thou lov'ft me not ; for, brother, if thou didfl. 
Thy tears would wa(h this cold congealed blood. 
That glews my lips, and will not let me fpeak^ 
Come quickly, Mmtague, or I am dead. 

Som, Ah Wariv'My Montague hath breathed his lafl> 
And to the latcft gafp cry'd out for Warnuick : 
And faid. Commend me to my valiant brother. 
And more he would have faid and more he ipoke> 
Whkh founded like a cannon in a vault, 
That might not be diftinguifh'd ; but at laft 
i well might hear deliver'd with a groan» 
O, farewei, Warwick ! 

War, Sweetly reft his foul ! 
Ply, Lords, and fave yourfelvcs for Warwick bids 
You all farewei, to meet again in heav'a. [Dies^ 

Oxf^ Awayj, away, to meet the Queen's great power. 
\They hpar aixay his Body^ and Exeunt^ 
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SCENE changes to another Part of the Field. 

Flourijh. Enter King Edward in triumph-, <m;//>& Gloucefter, 
Clarence and the reft* 

K,Ed. np^Hus far our fortune keeps an upward courfe, 
X And we are grac'd with wreaths of vidlqry. 
But, in the midft of this bright-fhihing day, 
I fpy a blacky fufpicious, threat'nihg cloud. 
That will encounter with our glorious Sun, 
Ere he attain his eafeful weflern bed : 
I mean, my Lords, thofe Powers, that the Queen 
Hath rais*a in Gallia, have arrived our coaft. 
And, as we hear, march oh to fight with-ns. 

Clar, A little gale will foon difperfe that cloud. 
And blow it to the fource from whence it came. 
Thy very beams will dry thofe vapours up ; 
For every cloud engenders not a ilorm. 

GIo, The Queen is valued thirty thoufand ftrong. 
And Somer/et with Oxford, fled to her. 
'If Ihe hath time to breathe, be well aflur'd. 
Her fadhon will be full as ftrong as ours. 

K. Ed<w, We are advertiz'd by our loving friends. 
That they do hold their courfe tow'rd I'e^k/hury, 
V/e having now the beft at Ba.rnet field. 
Will thither ftraight; for willingnefs rids way : 
And as we march, our ftrength will be augmented 
In every county as we go along : 
Strike up the drum, cry, courage ! and away, \£xeunt. 

SCENE changes to Tewkfbury. 

March: Enter the ^een. Prince of 'WvXcs, Somerfet, 
Oxford, and Soldiers, 

^, A""* Reat Lords, wife men ne'er fit and wail their lofe, 

V_T Bwt chearly ieek how to redrefs their harms. 
What though the mait be now blow tv ess ^x-Vi^^bX^^ 
The cable broke, the holding •;xv\0»iOt \o^> 
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And half our faiIor§ fwallow'd in the flood? 
Yet lives our Pilot ftill. Is't meet that he 
Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad. 
With tear-ful eyes add water to the fea j 
And give more ftrength to that which hath too much ? 
While in his moan the fhip fplits on the rock, . 
Which induftry and courage might have fav'd ? 
Ah, what a fhame ! ah, what a fault were this ! 
Say, Warwick was oqr anchor ; what of that I 

. And Montague our top-maft ; what of him ? 
Our flaughter'd friends, the tackle ; what of thefe t 
Why, is not Oxford here another anchor ? 
And Somerfet another goodly maft ? 
The friends of Fmnce our Ihrouds and tacklings ftill? 
And. though unfkilful, why not Ned and I 
For once-allow'd the ikilful pilot's charge ? 
We will not^from the helm to fit and weep, 
But keep our courfe T though the rough wind fay bo. 
From fhelves and rocks that threaten us with wreck : 
As good to chide the waves, as fpeak them fair. 
And what is Edivardy but a ruthlefs fea ? 
What Clarence, but a quick-fand of deceit ? 
And Rcchard, but a ragged fatal rock ? 
All thefe, the enemies to our poor Bark. 
Say, you can fwim ; alas, *ti& but a while ; 
Tread on the fand ; why, there you quickly fink r 
Beftride the rock ; the tide will wafh you oiF, 
Or elfe you famifh, that's a three-fold death. 
This fpeak I, Lord^^, to let you underftand, 
in cafe fome one of you would fly from us. 
That there's no hop'd-for mercy with the brothers. 
More than with ruthlefe waves, with fands, and rocks. 
Why, couraj^e, then ! what cannot be avoided, 
^Twere childifh weaknefs to lament,, or fear. 

PriTuc. Metiiinks, a woman of this valiant fpirit 
Should, if a coward heard her fpeak thefe words, 
Infufe his breafl with magnanimity, * 
And make him, nr.kcd, foil a man at arms. 

/ ^cak not this, as doubuug ^Xi^ \\tit v 
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For did I but fufpedl a fearful man. 
He ihould have leave to go away betimes ; 
Left, in our need, he might infed another. 
And make him of like fpjrit to himfelf. 
If any fuch be here, (as, God forbid ;) 
Let him depart Before we need his help. 

Oxf, Women .and children of fo high a courage ! 
And warriors faint ! why, 'twere perpetual fhame. 
Oh, brave young Prince ! thy famous Grandfather 
Doth live again in thee; long may 'ft thou live. 
To bear his image and renew his glories ! 

Som, And he, that will not fight for fuch a hope^' 
Go hon>e to bed, and, like the owl by day. 
If he arife, be mockM and wonder'd at. 

^ueen. Thanks, gentle Somerfet ; fweet Oxford, thanks* 

Prince. And take his thanks, that yet hath nothing elfcw 

Enter MeJJhnger. 

Mef. Prepare you. Lords, for ^//ov/rr^ is at hand. 
Ready to fight ; therefore be refolute. 

Oxf, I thought, no lefs ; it is his policy ,^ 
To hafte thus faft to find us unprovided. 

Scm, But he's deceiv'd ; we are in readinefs. 

^een. This cheers my heart, to fee your forwardneft, 

O.r/'. Here pitch our battle, hence we will not budge, 

March, Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, Clarence, 
and Soldiers, 

K,Ed, Brave followers, yonder ftands the thorny wood> 
Which, by the heav'h's aflrftance and your ftrength, 
Muft by the roots be hewn up yet ere night. 
I need not add more fuel to your fire, 
(For, well I wot, ye blaze,) to burn them out : 
Give fignal to the fight, and to it. Lords. 
- ^een. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I 

ftiould fay. 
My tears gain-fay ; for eyer^ word I C^^%k> 
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Ye fee, I drink the water of my eye : 
Therefore no more bu. this; Henry, your Sov'rcigH, 
Is pris'ner to the foe, his State ufurp*d. 
His Realm a flaughter-houfe, his fubjedls flain. 
His Statutes cancell'd, and his Treafure fpent : 
And yonder is the wolf, that makes this fpoil. 
You fight in jalllce : then, in God's name, Lords, 
Be valiant, a^id give fignal to the battle. 

Alarm. Retreat. Excurfions. Both Parties go out, 

Re-Enter King Edward, Gloocefter, Clarence, ^c. W#, 
^eeny Oxford, and Somtxkt Pri/oners. 

K. EdiAj. Now here's a period of tumultuous broils. 
Away with Oxford to Hammes-csifile ftraight : 
For Semer/et, off with his guilty head. 
Go, bear tfiem hence ; I will not hear them fpeak. 

Oxf, For my part, I'll not trouble thee with words. 

Sam. No J- 1, but ftoop with patience to my fortune. 

[Exeunt* 

^ueen. So p^t we fadly in this troublous world. 
To meet with joy in fweet Jerufalem, 

K. Ed, Is Proclamation made, that who finds Ed^ward^ 
Shall have a hi^h reward, and he his life ? 

Glo, It is, and, lo ! where youthful Edward comes. 

Enter the Prince of Wales. 

K.£i.*Bring forth the Gallant, let us hear him ^eak* 
What ? can fo young a thorn begin to prick ? 
Edvjardy what fatisiadian canfl. thou make. 
For bearing arms, for ftirring up my fubjedls, '^ 
And all the trouble thou haft turn'd me to ? 

Prince. Speak like a fubjcd, proud ambitious York. 
Suppofe, that I am now my father's mouth ; 
Refign thy chair; and, where I fland, kneel thou, 
Whilft I propofe the felf-famc words to thee^ 
Which, Traitor, thou wouldll have me anfwer to. 
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^en. Ah ! that thy father had been fo refolv'd ! 
Oio, That you might ftill have worn the petticoat. 
And ne'er have ftol'n the breech from Lamajier^ 

Prince. Let uE/op fable in a winter's night, 
His currifh riddles fort not with this place. 

Glo, By heaven, brat, I'll plague ye for that word. 
^ueen. Ay, thou waft bom to be a plague to men. 
Glo, For God's fake, take away this captive fcold. 
Prince, Nay, take away this fcolding crook-back rather. 
K. Ed* Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm your tongue^ 
Cla, Untutor'd lad, thou art too malapert. 
Prince. I know my duty, you're undutiful : 
Lafcivious Eehvard^ and thou perjur'd-G^cr^r, 
And thou mif-fliapeii Dick, I telV ye all, 
I am your better, traitors as ye are : 
And thou ufurp'ft my father's right and mine. 
Glo, Take that, thou likenefs of this railer here. 

[Stabs him, 
' K. Ed^. And take thou that, -to end thy agony. 

[Edw. fiabs him, 
Clar, And there's for twitting me with perjury. 

[Q\2Lr,ftabshim. 
^leen. Oh, kill me too I 

Glo. Marry, and fliall. [Offers to kill her. 

K.Ed. Hold, Richard, hold ; for we have done too mjich. 
G/o, Why fhould fhe live, to fill the world with words ? 
K. Edav. What ? doth fhe fwoon ? ufe means for her 

recov'ry. 
Glo. Clarence 9 excufe me to the King my brother j - 
I'll hence to London on a ferious matter. 
Ere y« conie there, be fure to hear fome news. 
Cla. What? what? 

Gla. The Tcwery man, the Teiver / I'll root 'em out* 

[Exit, 
^een. Oh Ned, fwcet Ned! fpeak to thy mother, boy* 
Canft thou not fpeak ? O traitors, murderers ! 
They, that ftabb'd C^rfar, ihed no bloo ^ at all ; 
Did not oiFend, and were not worthy blame. 
If this foul deed were by> to tc^xx^sX Vt. 
He wsL^ a man ; this (in letjtK^ ^ OdSA V ^ 
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And men ne'er ipcnd their fury on a child. 
What's worfe than murderer, that I may name it ? 
No, no, my heart will burft, and if I fpeak 
And I will fpeak, that fo my heart may bnrfl. 
Butchers and villains^ bloody canibals. 
How fweet a plant have you untimely cropt ! 
You have no children, butchers ; if you had. 
The thought of tl)cm would have ftirr'd up remoHe ; 
But if you ever chance to have a child. 
Look in his youth to have him fo cut off; 
As, Deathfmen ! you have rid this fweet young Prince. 
\ K. Edixj. Away with her, go bear her hence by force* 
^ ^ueen. Nay, never bear me hence, difpatch me here : 
Here (heath thy fword, I'll pardon thee my death : 
What ? wilt thou not ? then, Clarence, do it thou. 

Clar, By heav'n, I will not do thee fo much eafe. 

^een. Good Clarence, do ; fweet Clarence, do thou do it, 

Clar. Didft thou not hear me fwear j I would not do it ? 

^een. Ay, but thOu ufell to forfwear thyfelf :' 
*Twas fin before, but now 'tis charity. 
What, wilt thou not ? where is that Devil-butcher, (lo) 
Richard? hard-favour'd Richard, where art thou ? 
Thou art not here : murder is thy alms-deed. 
•Petitioner for blood thou ne'er put 'ft back. 

K. Ed-w, Away, I fay ; I charge ye, bear her hence. 

^ueen. So come to you and yours, as to this Prince I 

[Exit ^ugen. 

£. Ed'vo, Where's Richard gone ? 

Clar, To London all in poft ; and, as I guefs. 
To make a bloody flipper in the To^ver, 

K. Ediv, He's fudden, if a thing comes in his head^ 
Now march we hence, difcharge the common fort 
With pay and thanks^ and let's away to London ; - 



(lo) ' ■' ■■ ■ Where is that DeviVs Butcher, 

RIchar.i?] Thus ^11 the Editions. But DevH's Butcher, in 9ther 

Terms, 1 think, is Kill dervil : rare News for the Free-tbinkers, if 

there were any Grounds for 'depending on it. But the Poet cer- 

tiiinl/ wrote Devil- Butcher ^ and tbe ftvCt VatX. o^ \>\t Com>^c»^4 U l«k 

^ kn taken adje^tiYely^ mewu^ig, <itMraW«> iitfcrnal^ dexjVliJ»^ 
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And fee our gentle Queen, how well fhe fares ; 

By this, I hope, ihe hath a fon for me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to the Towei' of London. 

Enter King Henry, and Glouccfler, nxjith ihe Lieutenant 
hn the Tower Pfalls, 

Glo.f^ Ood day, my Lord ; what ! at your book fohard ! 
Vjr J^« Henry, Ay, my good Lord ; my Lord, I 
fhould fay rather ; 
*Tis fin to flatter, good was little better : 
Good Gla*Jiery and good devil, were alike. 
And both prepofl'rous ; therefore, not good Lord. 

Glo, Sir, leave us to ourfelves, we muft confer. 

[Exit Lieutenant, 

K, Henry, So flies the wreaklefs ihepherd from the wolf. 
So firft the h^rmlefs flock doth yield his fleece. 
And next his throat unto the butcher's knife. 
What fccne of death hath Ko/cius now. to ad ? 

Glo, Sufpicion always haunts the guilty mind ; 
The thief doth fear each bufh an officer. 

K. Henry, The bird, that hath been limed in a hvJh^ 
With trembling wings mif-doubteth ev'ry bufh ; 
And I, the haplefs male to one fweet bird. 
Have now the fatal obje6l in my eye. 
Where my poor young was lim'd, was caught, and kiU'd. 

Glo. Why, what a peevifh fool was that of Creety 
That taught his fon the office of a fowl ? 
And yet, for all his wings, the fooj was drowu'd. 

K. Henry, I, Da:dalus ; my poor boy, Icarus ; 
Thy father, Minos, that deny'd our courfe ; 
The Sun, that fear'd the wings of my fweet boy. 
Thy brother Ed^uard; and thyfelf the fea, 
Whofc envious guljph did fwallow up his life. 
Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words ; 
My bread can better brook thy dagger's point, - 
Than can my e«irs that tragick hiftorY* 
Bac wherefore doft thou coitie ^ Vx. ^oit ton \^^X 
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Glo, Think'ft thou, I am an executioner ? 

K. Hcftry, A perfecutor, I am fure, thou art ; 
If murdering innocents be executing. 
Why, then tht)u art an executioner. 

G/o. Thy fon I kill'd for his prefumptiop. 

K. Henry, Hadft thou been kill'd, when firfl thou didft 
prefume. 
Thou hadit not liv'd to kill a fon of mine. 
And thus I prophefy, that many a thoufand. 
Which now miftruft no parcel of my fear, 
And many an old man's figh, and many a widow's. 
And many an orphan's water-ftanding ey£, 
(Men for their fons, wives for their hulbands' fate. 
And orphans for their parents' timelefs death,) 
Shall rue the hour that ever thou waft born. 
The owl fhriek'd at thy birth, an evil fign ; 
The night-crow cry'd, a boding lucklefs tune ; 
Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempeft ftiook down trees ; 
The raven rook'd her on the chimney's top. 
And chattering pyes in difmal difcords fung : 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain. 
And yet brought forth lefs than a mother's hope ; 
To wit an indigefted deform'd lump. 
Not like the fruit of fuch a goodly tree. 
Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft born^ 
To iignify, thou cam'ft to bite the world : 
And, if the reft be true which I have heard, 
Thou cam'ft into the vyorld with thy legs forward, (i i) 

Glo. 

(I l) ylnd, if the refi be true lubicb I have hearS, 

Thou cam'ft ] Had our Editors had but a Grain of Saga*' 

city, er due Diligence, there could have. been no Room for this abfurd 
Break, fince they might have ventured to fill it up with Certainty* 
too. The old S^i/arto would have led them part of the way. 

Thou am ft into the vjorld — 

And that the Verfe is to be co.TipIcated in the manner I have given' 
it, is incon:eftible ; for unlcfs we fuppofe King Henry aftually re- 
proaches him with this his prepofterous Birth, how can Richard in 
his vexy next Soliloquy fay P 

Indeed, *fjs true, that Henry ttild me of, 
For I have often hear4 my M:iiher ^a^^ 
J came into the World wkh mv \a^ £or«w^. 
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Glo, I'll hear no more : die Prophet in thy fpeech ; 

[Stabs bitn. 
For this, amongft the reft, was I ordain'd. 
K. Hen, Ay, and for much more flaughter after this.—— 

God I forgive my fms, and pardon thee. [Dies. 
Glo, What ! will th' afpiring blood of Lancafter 

Sink in the ground ? I thought, it would have mounted. 
See, how my fword weeps for the poor King's death I 

0, may fuch purple tears be always fhed, 
From thofe who wifh the downfall of our houfe. 
If any fpark of life be yet remaining, 

Down, down to hell, and fay, I fent thee thither ; 

[Stabs him again* 

1, that have neither pity, love, nor fear. 
Indeed, 'tis true, that Hemy told me of ; 
For I have often heard my mother fay, 

1 came into the world with my legs forward. 
Had I not reafon, think ye, to make hafte. 
And feek their ruin that ufurp'd our right ? 
The midwife wonder 'd, and the women cry'd, 
O, Jefus blefs us, he is born with teeth ! 

And fo I was ; which plainly fignify'd 

I'hat I ihould fnarle, and bite, and play the dog : 

Then, fmce the heav'ns have fhap'd my body fo. 

Let hell make crook'd my mind, to anfwer it. 

I had no father, I am like no father. 

I have no brother, I am like no brother ; 

And this word Lo^ve, which grey-beards call divine. 

Be refident in men like one another. 

And not in me : I am myfelf alone. 

Clarence, beware ; thou keep'ft me from the light ; 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will buz abroad fuch prophecies. 

That Ed-ward (hall he fearful of his life. 

And then, to purge his fear. Til be thy death. 



I can eafi^ fee, that this Blank was caufcd by the Nicety of the 
Players, to fupprefs an indecent Idea. But, with Submiilion, this 
was making but half a Cure, un\eC« X.Vic'^ V^<^ ^L^^tv^g:^ ^^^^\^- 
iioji of it out of Richard' % Spctck loo% 
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King Henry^ and the Prince his fon, are gone ; 

Clarence^ thy turn is next, and then the reft ; 

Counting myfelf but bad, 'till I be bcft. 

I'll throw thy body in another rooni$ 

And triumph, Henry ! in the day of doom. [Exit, 

SCENE, the Palace in London. 

Efnter King Edward, ^een, Clarence, Gloucefter, 
Hailing s, Nur/fy and Attendant s, 

K.i?^«iu./^Nce more we fit on England* % royal throne, 
V-/ Re-purchas'd with the blood of enemies : 
What valiant foe-men, like to Autumn^ % corn, 
' Have we mow'd down in top of all their pride ? 
Three Dukes q£ Somer/ety three-fold renown'd 
For hardy and undoubted champions : 
I'wo Cliffordsy as the father and the ion ; 
And two Nortbumberlands ; two braver men 
Ne'er ipurr'd their courfers at the trumpet's found. 
V/ith them the two brave bears, War^Mick and Mcntagut^ 
That in their chains fctter'd the kingly Lion, 
And made the foreft tremble when they roar'd. 
Thus have wp fwept fufpidon from our feat,. 
And made our footflool of fecurity. 
Come hither, Befs^ and let me kifs my boy : 
Young Nedy for thee, thine Uncles and myfelf 
Have in our armours watch'd the winter-night ; 
Went all a-foot in fummer's fcalding heat ; 
That thou mightft re-polTefs the crown in peace ; 
And of our labours thou fhalt reap the gain. 

Glo, I'll blaft hisharveft, if your head were laid, "J 
For yet I am not look'd on m the world, / 

This flioulder was ordain 'd fo thick, to heave ; S'Afide. 
And heave it fhallfome weigh t,or break my back J I 
Work, thou the way, and that fhall execute. J 

K.Ediv, Clarence and Glo^Jlery love my lovely Queen.; 
And kifs your princely nephew, brothers both. 
C4ir. The duty, that 1 owe 70uiM'd.\<i^^, 
I fe^J upon the lips of this {v/etx bAt* 
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^ueen. Thanks, noble Clarence ; worthy brother, ( 1 2) 
thanks. 

GIo, And that I love th« tree, from whence thou 
fpran^'ft, 
Witnefs the loving kifs I give the fruit. 
To fay the truth, fo Ju^as kifs'd his mailer ; 1 .^ 
And cry'd, all hail ! when as he meant all harm, j ^^J^' 

K. Edw. Now am I feated as my foul delights, 
Having my Country's Peace and Brothers' Loves. 

Clar. What will your Grace have done v/ith Margaret ^ 
Rcignier her father to the King o{ France 
Hath pawn'd the Sicih and Jerufalem ; 
And hither have they fent it for her ranfom. 

K.EdiAj, Away with her, and waft her hence to France. 
And now what refts but that we fpend the time 
With ftately triumphs, mirthful comick Shows, 
Such as befit the pleafure of the Court ? 
Sound, drums and trumpets ; farewel, four annoy ! 
For here, I hope, begins our lafting Joy. [^Exeunt omnes. 

(\%)Tbanhi noble Q\zrtnct\ ivorthy Brother, thanks."] This Line, 
ever fince the firft Edition by the Players, has been given to King 
Edivard j but I have, with the old ^/arto, reftored it to the S^ecn, 
from whom it comes with much more Propriety. 
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( I ) L J F E and D E A T H of 

King RICHARD III. 



A C T I. 

S C E N E, M^ C C7 i? ?: 

Enter Richard Duke ofGloucc&erifclus* 

F')ttC36i"^0 W is the Winter of our difcontent 

3G( j^ M Made glorious fummer by this funofTorJ^: 

)QC )^ And all the clouds, that lowr'd upon our houfe, 

^J^'^jd In the deep bofom of the ocean bury*d. 

Now are our brows bound with vidlorious wreaths. 

Our bruifed arms hung up for monuments ; 

Our Hern alarms changed to merry meetings ; 

Our dreadful marches to delightful meafures. 

Grim-vifag'd war hath fmooth*d his wrinkled front ; 

And now, inftead of mounting barbed fteeds 

To fright the fouls of fearful adverfaries, 

(i) The Life arJ Death of King Richard III/] This Tragedy, 
though it is called the Life and Death .f this Prince, comprizes, at 
tnoA, but the )aft eight Years of his Time : For it opens with 
GcTge Duke of Clarence being clapM up in the Tow«^ "^VcwOcw \sw^- . 
pencd in the beginuinR of the Yew \%'^'\ \ ^tv^ ^\cA«."& -^wvC^k.^^^^^"*!^ 
of Richard at -ffo/wcr/i)-fieid, w'aicVi "B^VCift Ni^ lo^^ «^ ^"^ •^'^-^ ^^ 
jiuguftin the Year iaSc, ^ 

Vol. V. 1 ^ 
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He capets nimbly in a lady's chamber. 

To the ItfTdvioos pleaiing of a late. 

Bat I» that am not fiiapM for fportive tricks^ 

Nor made to court an am'rous looking-glafs,' ■ ■■ 

h that am radely ftampt, and want love's majefty^ 

To ftrut before a wanton, ambling nymph ; 

I> that am cnrtailM of this fair proportion. 

Cheated of feature by diiTembling nature, 

peform'd, unfinifh'd, fent before my time 

Into this breathing world, fcarce half made up ; 

And that fo lamely and unfafhionably. 

That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them : 

Why I, (in this weak piping time of peace) 

Have no delight to pais away the time ; 

Unlefs to fpy my fhadow in the fun. 

And defcant on mine own deformity. 

And therefore, iince I cannot prove a lover. 

To entertain thefe fair well-fpoken days, 

I am determined to prove a villain. 

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe days. 

Plots have I laid, indudtions dangerous. 

By drunken prophefies, libels, and dreams. 

To fet my brother Clarence and the King 

In deadly hate, the one againft the other : 

And, if King Edivard be as true and juft. 

As I am fubue, falfe and treacherous. 

This day fhould Clarence clofely be mew'd up ; 

About a prophefy, which fays, that G 

Of Edward* s heirs^ the murderer fhall be. 

Dive, thoughts, down to my foul ! here Clarence comes. 

Enter Clarence guarded^ and Brakenbury. 

Brother, good day ; what means this armed guard. 
That waits upon your Grace ? 

Clar, His Ntajefty, 
Tend'ring my perfon's fafety, hath appointed 
This conduft to convey me tcvthe Tiywtr. 
Gh, Upon what caufe ? 
Ciar, Becaufe my name is George. 
GIo, Alack, my Lord, t\iaX.£a.n\x.\^tiQiitt^\^w«^\ 
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He fliould for that commit your god-fathers* 
Belike, his Majefty hath fome intent. 
That you fhould be new chiiilened in the Tower. 
But what's the matter> Clarence^ may I knpw ^ ^ 

Clar. Yea, Richard^ when I know ; fbr» I proteft» '. 
As yet I do not ; but as I can learn, 
He hearkens after prophefies and dreams, 
And from the crofs-row plucks the letter G ; 
And fays, a wizard told him> that by G 
His ifTue disinherited ihoald be. 
And, for my name of George begins with G> 
It follows in his thought, that I am he. 
Thefe, as I learn, and fuch like toys as thefe^ 
Have mov*d his Highnefs to commit me now. 

Glo. Why, this it is, when men are ruPd by womoi. 
*Tis not the King, that fends you to the Tower ; 
My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence^ 'tis Ihe, 
That tempts him to this harfli extremity. 
Was it not ihe, and that good man of worfhip, 
Jntbony Wood<vil her brother there. 
That made him fend Lord Hafiings to the Tow9r f 
From whence this day he is delivered. 
We are not fafe ; Clarence ^ we are not fafe. 

Clar, By heav'n, I think, there is no man fecure 
But the C^een's kindred, and night- walking heralds^ ' 
That trudge between the King and miftrefs ^hon. 
Heard you not, what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Haftings was to her for his delivery. 

Glo. Humbly complaining; to her Deity, 
Got ray Lord Chamberlain his liberty. 
I'll tell you what ;— -I think, it is our wayt 
If we will keep in favour with the King, 
To be her' men, and wear her. livery : 
The jealous o'erwom widow, and herfelf. 
Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewomeio 
Are mighty goffips in this monarchy. 

Brak. I beg your Graces both to pardon me : 
His Majefly hath ftraitly giv*n in charge. 
That no man ihall have private cotv(etciL^% 
Of wbAt degree focver, witii "jwa >w>*Clm% ^^^ 
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Glo, Even fo, an't pleafe your wor(hip, Brakenhu r^^^ 
You may partake ai any thing we fay : 
We fpeak nb.treafon, man — we fay, the King 
Is wife ahd virtuous ; and his noble Queen 
Well ftrook in years ; fair, and not jealous—— 
We lay, that Shore*^ wife hath a pretty foot, 
A cherry lip, a paffing pleafing tongue : 
That the Queen's kindred are made gentle-folk : 
How fay you. Sir ? can you deny all this ? 

Brak, With this, my Lord, myfelf have nought to do. 

Glo, What, fellow ? nought to do with miftrefs S/jore ? 
I tell you. Sir, he that doth naught with her. 
Excepting one, were heft to do it fecrctly. 

Brak, What one, my Lord ? 

Gio, Her huiband, knave— wouldft thou betray me ? 

Brak. I do befeech your Grace to pardon me. 
And to forbear your conference with the Duke. 

Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey. 

Glo, We are the Queen's abjefts, and mufl obey. 
Brother, farewcl ; I will unto the King, 
And whatfoe'cr you will cmj^Ioy me in, 
(Were it to call King Ediv.ird^s v/idow filler) 
I will perform it to infranChife you. 
Mean time, this deep diigrace of brotherhood 
Tpnches me deeper than you can imagine. . 

Clar, I know it pleaieth neither of us well. 

Glo. Weil, your imprifonment ihall not be long,. 
I will deliver you, or elfe lie for you : 
Mean time have patience. 

Clar, I muft perforce ; farewel. [Exe, Brak. Clar. . 

Glo, Go, tread the path, that thou fhalt ne'er return : 

Simple, plain Clarence I 1 do love thee fo. 

That I will ihortly fend thy foul to heav*n. 

If heav'n will take the prefent at our hands. 

But who cemes here ? the new-deliver'd Haftings ? 

Enter Lord Haftings. 

JIa/?, Good time of day unto my gracious Lord. 
^%. As mush untp mv good Lotd Ovmo^^'^^X^'^n *» 



King RichaIid III. U97 

Well are you welcome to the open air. 

How hath yoiir Lordfhip brook'd impriroiiment ? 

Hafi, With patience, noble Lord, as prisoners mufl : 
-But I-fliall live, my Lord, to give them thahics,- 
That were the caufe^ of my imprifonment. 

Glo, No doubt, no doubt ; and foihall Clarena too; 
For they, that were your enemies, * are his. 
And have prevailed as much oh him as you. '.-'.',' 

Haft, More pity that the eagle fhould be mew'd, • 
While kites and ^buzzard > prey at liberty. 

G.o, What news abroad ? 

Haft, No news fo bad abroad, as this at home : 
The King is fickly, weak and niejancholy, 
^nd his phyficians fear him mightily. 

Glo, Now, by St. PauU that news is bad, indeed^ 
^ O, he hath kept an evil diet long. 
And over-much confum'd his royal pcrfon : 
'Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
Where is he, in his bed I 

Haft, He is. ; 

Glo, Go you before, and I will follow you. 

[Exit Hayings. 
He cannot live, I hop^ ; and muft not die, 
'Till George be pack*d with poit-horfe up to heav'n^ • 
I'll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence^ I 

With lies well fleel'd with weighty arguments ; 
And if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to live : 
Which done, God take King Eiiivard to his mercy. 
And leave the world for me to buftle in ! 
For then, 1*11 marry JVar%vtck*s youngeft daughter : 
What though I kili'd her hufband, and her father I . • 
Tjie readiell way to make the wench amends. 
Is to become her hufband and her father : 
The which will I, not all fo much for love. 
As for anotiicr fecret clofe intent. 
By marrying her, which I muft reach unto. 
But yet I run before my horfe to mflL^ksx.*. 
Oi/r/wr^ ftill breathes, £d<u;ard^^JW^N^^^w^^^^^'S^^^ . 
When they are gone, tken mxlft.\ci5ixw^x-TSk^ '^^^•^:^ 
* I3 ^^ 
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S C £ H £ dai^s u a StfiiU 

Mwar ijn CS04VS^ •/ Bcoiy tit Sixths ^mtb Halber^^ 
gtuuyi ^ l^ A^ne teiftg th Mewrner* 

iliiv.Q BT dowi>> k^ dttwn yt>cir honourable Ioa<4 

^ Ifhonoiit »ay be ftrouded in a herie i 
Whilfl I % white oblequioiiAjf lament 
Tb* VBtiincly M\ ef wtoousl hancafter. 
Poor key-coU A^ro of a koly King ! 
Palo aihes of die boufe oiLmteafter. 
Tkoo bloedteft remnant of that royal blood ! 
Be'f lawful^ tbat I inyocat^ thy gkoft. 
To hear the lameatations of poor Anney 
\Wife to Iky Edwitnt^ to thy flaughter'd Ton ; 
StabbM by the fel^fame hand> that made theft woundi»« 
I40, in. thefe windows, that let forth thy Hfe» 
I poor the helplefs. bahn of my poor eyes. 
Ctirs'd be the hand, that made thefe ratal holes \ 
Cort'd be the keart^ that had the heart to do it ! 
More direfal hap betid^ that hated wretch. 
That makes ns wretched by the death of thee» 
Than I can wiih to adders, fpiders, toads, - 
Or any creeping renomM thing that Hves I 
If ever he have child, abortive be it, 
Prodisious, and nntimely brought to lights 
Whoie ugly and unnataral afpea 
May fright the hopeful mother at the view : 
And that be heir to his unhappinefs ! 
If ever he have wife, let her oe made 
More miftrable by the death of him. 
Than I am inade by my yoang Lord and thee ! 
Come, now tow'rds Cbertfiy with your holy loacF, 
Taken from PauP^ to be. interred there. 
And ftilU as you arc weary of this weight, 
Keft you» while I lament King Henry^s cosufe. 

Enter Rich|rd Duke ^^Glouceftcr. 
^5& Sftay you, that hear tke coMrt» axv\fcv\\.^^^. 
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To ftop devoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo. Villains, fet down tke'coarle; of, by St. PmJ^ 
I'll make a coarfe of him that difobeys. 

Gen, My Lord, ftand back, and let the co^n |>afi. 

C/d. UnmannerM dog ! ftand thoi^, when I tibmltMlods 
Advance thy halbert higher than niy breaft. 
Or, by St. Paul, I'll ftrike thee to my foot. 
And fparn upon thee, beggar, foi thy boldnefs. 

J^ne. What, do you tremble ? are yon all afraid- f 
Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal 1 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devils 
Avant, thou dreadful minifter of hell ! 
Thou had'ft but power over his mortal body. 
His foul thou canft not have ; therefore be goncw 

Glo, Sweet Saiftt, for charity, be not fo corft. 

Jnne, Foul devil! for<3 odV fake hence, trotible ostiot^ 
For ihou haft made the happy earth thy hell : 
Fill'd it with cnrfing cries, and deep exclaims. . > 
If thou delight to view thy heinows deed^, ) 

Behold this pattern of thy butcheries. 
Oh, gentlemen ! fee ! fee, dead Henry's wounds * 
Open their congeaKd mouths and Weed afrefti^ : 
Blufh, blufti, thou lump of foul deformity j 
Foi *tis thy prefence that exhales this btood 
From cold and empty vetns, where no blood dweUs* 
Thy deeds, inhuman and nnnatural. 
Provoke this deluge moft unnatural. 
O God \ which this blood mad'ft, revenge his death : 
O earth ! which this blood drink*ft, revenge his deatlu 
Or heav'n with lightning ftrike the murderer dead, 
Or earth gape open wide,, and eat him quick ; 
As thou doft fwallow up this good King's bk>od» 
Which his hell-govem'd arm hath butchered I 

Glo. Lady, yoti know no rules of charity^ 
Which renders good for bad, blefEngs for curfcs. 

jf/ine. Villain, thou know'ft nor law of God nor man ; 
No beaft fo fierce, but knows fome touch of pity. 

G/9. But I know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

Jvue. O woaderfol, Nv\itxi4fcV^\'e?\>ifcA.^r«i:^s6>= 

1^ ■ 
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Glo. More wonderful, when angels are Co angiy ;. '" 
Vpuchfafc, divine perfe£lion of a woman. 
Of thefe fuppofed crimes, to give toe leave, . [ 

By circmnftance, but to acquit myfelf. 

j^Mue. Vouchfafe, diffus'd infedlion of a man, « 
For thefe known eviis,'but to give me leave. 
By circumftance, to curfe thy curfed felf. 

GIo, 'Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me hair,c 
Some patient leifure to excufe myfelf.. 

j4nne. Fouler than heart can think tliee, thpu canfl maK^ 
No excufe current, but to hang ihyfelf. 
. GIo, By fuch defpair I (hould accufe myfelf. 

j^fine. And by defpairing fhalt thou iland excus'd» 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyfelf ; 
That did A unworthy (laughter upon others, 

GIo. Say, that I flew them not. 

j^nne. Then fay, they were not flain ; 
But dead they are; and, devilifh flave, by thee. 

GIo. I did not kill your hu(baRd. 

j4mie. Why, then he is alive. 

GIo. Nay, he is dead, and flain by Edivard^shzrids.. 

Anne. In thy foul throat thou ly'ft. Queen 'Mxrg^V^/faw 
Thy murd'rouafaulchion fmoaking in his blood : 
The which thou once didft bend againll her breaft. 
But that thy Brothers beat afide the point, 

GIo. I was provoked by her fland'rous tongue. 
That laid their guilt upon my guiltlefs fhoUlders. 

Anne. Thou waft provoked by thy bloody mind, . . 
That never dreamt on aught but butcheries : 
Didft thou not kill this King ? 
- GIo. I grant ye. 

Anne. Doll grant me, hedge-hog ? then God grant 
me too. 
Thou may'ft be damned for that wicked deed ! 
O, he was gentle, mild and virtuous.— 

GIo. The fitter for the King of heav'n, that hath him. 

Anne. He is in heav'n, wKere thou flialt never come. 

GIo. Let him thank me, that help'd to fend him thither j 
.Fvr he was httcr for that place than earth. 
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Anne, And thou unfit for any place but hell. 

Glo. Yes, one place elfe, if you will hear me name it, 
. 'Anne^ Some dungeon. 

Glo. Your bed-chamber. 

Anne. Ill reft betide the chamber, where thou liefl ! 

Glo, So will it. Madam, till I lie with you. 

Anne. 1 hope fo. 

Glo, I know fo. — ^ But, gentle lady Anne^ . 

To leave this keen encounter of our wits, 
And fall fomething into a flower method : 
Is not the caufer of the timelefs deaths 
Of thefe Plantagenetsy, Henry and Ed'wardf 
As blameful as the executioner ? 

Anne. Thou waft the caufe, and moft accurft efledl» 

Glo, Your beauty was the caufe of that efted : 
Your beauty, that did haunt me in my fleep, 
To undertake the death of all the world ; 
So I might live one hour in your fweet bofom. 

Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
Thefe nails fhould rend that beauty from my cheeks. 

Glo. Thefe eyes could not endure fweet beauty's wreck. 
You fliould liOt blemifh it, if I ftood by;. 
As all the world is cheered by the Sun, 
So I by that ; it is my day, my life. 

^/;^^.Black night o'er-lliade thy day, and death thy lifet 

Glo. Curfc not thyfelf, fair creature : thou art both. 

Anne. I would, I were, to be reveng'd on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrel moft unnatural. 
To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 

Anne. It is a quarrel juft and reafonable. 
To be reveng'd on him that killed my huft)and. 

Glo. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy hufband. 
Did it to help thee to a better huft)and. 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the earth. 

Glo. He lives that loves thee better than he could r 

Anne. N«mc him, 

Glo. Planti'giiCt. 

Anne. Why, that was he. 

GIq. The ^'elf-fauic laapae, bwt on^ oi ^o^xxjeiTvaJeox^- 

1 r AwiW' 
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Jnm^ Wkcrc i« he ? 

Gk. Here v why doft thou fpit at me ? 

Anm. Would it were mortal poifon for thy fake 1 

C/o. Never came poifon from i<> fweet a place. 

Anne, Never hung poiibn on a fouler toad. 
Out of my fight! thoti doft infe£l mi»e eyes. 

Glo, Thiae eyes^ iweet Lady» have infeAed mine. 

Atme. Would they were bafili&& to Urike thee d^adt 

G/o. I would they were, chat I mi^t die at once : 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
Thofe eyes of thine from mine have drawn fait tears; 
Sham*d their afpedts with ftore of childifli drops : 
Thefe eyes, which never fhcd reraorfeful,tear, 
Not when my fiafher Ywhy and Edward wept, ^ i 

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made ; ' 

When- black-fac'd ClifBrd fhook his fword at hiH* 
Nor when thy warlike father,, like a child» 
Told the fad Hory of ;ny father's death, 
And twenty times made paufe to fob and weep,. 
That all the ilanders-by nad wet their cheeks. 
Like trees be-4aihed with rain : in that fad time. 
My manly eyes did fcom an humble tear : 
And wh^t thefe forrows could not thence exhale. 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping* 
f- never fued to friend, nor enemy ; 
My tongue could never learn fweet finoothing words ; 
But now thy beauty is propo&'d my fee. 
My proud h^art fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeak* 

[SJ^e looks few nfully at kirn. 
Teach not thy lipftwh (cony for it was mads 
For kifipg, lady, not for fuch contempt. 
)f thy re Vengeful heart can not forgive, 
Xo \ here I- lend thee this diarp^pointed fword,. 
Which, if thou pleafe to hide in this tru^ breaft, '^ 
And let the foul ^fo/th that adoreth the^, ' 

I lay it naked to the deadly ftroke. 
And humbly beg \}it death upon my knee. • ~ ^ 

[/JSf /ayj kis Intifi optn^fie ofm at it •wtt^Vij fu»w4» 
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Nay» do mot paofb ; for I did kilt King Henrj i 
But *twas thy beauty that provoked me. 
l>lay^ mom diipatck : 'twas I that ftabl^'d young Edwardi 
Bat 'twas thy heav'aly face that fet^me on. 

\Ske ktsfaUtbefwerd^ 
Take up the fword again» or take up ke. 

Anne. Arifc diiiemwer ; though I wifh thy deaths 
t will not be thy executioner. 

Glo. Then bid me kill myfelf, and I will do iK 

jfyau. Ihaetp already. 

Glo. That was in thy rage : 
Speak it again, and even with thy word. 
Thia handr which for thy love, did kill thy love. 
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love ; 
To both their deaths fhalt thou be accefiary. 

Anne. I would, I knew thy heart* 

Glo. *Tis figur'd in my tongue.^ 

Attfii. I fear me, both are falfe.. 

Glo. Then never man was tr.ue. 

Jnne. Well> well, put up your fword, 

Glo. Say then, my peace is made. 

Jnne. That (halt thou know hereaftcf.^ 

Glo. But fhall I live in hope ? 

Anne, All men, I hope, live fo. 

Glo. Vottchfkfe to wear this ring- 
Look, how my ring encompalTeth thy finge]> 
£v'n fo thy bread inclofeth my poor heart : ~ 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thin^. 
^nd if thy poor devoted fuppliant may 
But beg one favour at thy eracious hand,, 
Thou didft confirm his happmefs for ever^. 

Jjuu. What is it ? 

Glo. That it lo^ay pleafe yoti leave theie fad defigpa^ 
To him, that hath more caufe to be a Mourners 
And prefently repair to Cr^-place : 
Where, after I have folemnly mterr'd 
At Cir£r//^-monaft'ry this noble King, 
And wet kit grave with mv repentant teati^ 
1 wall with aU exp«dWfLt 4xkt^ fc^^w.* ^ 
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For divers unknown reafons, I befeechyouy 
Grant me this boon. , *^ 

Anm. With all my heart, and much it joys me tc^#^ 
To fee you are become fo penitent. 
Trajfel and Barkley^ go along with me. 

Glo, Bid me farewel. 

Anne, 'Tis more than you deferve : 
But fince you teach me how to flatter you, - • - "^ 

Imagine, I have faid farewel already. 

[Exeunt t*wo ivith Anne. 

Gle. Sirs, take up the coarTe. 

Gent. Towards Chertfey, noble Lord ? 

G/o. No, to White-Fryarsy there attend my coming. 

' [Exeunt 'with the coar/e^. 

Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ? 
Was ever woman in this humour won ? 
I'll have her but I will not keep her long. 
What! I that kill'd her hulband, and his father! . 
To take her in her heart's extreameft hate. 
With curfes in her mouth, tears in her eyes. 
The bleeding witnefs of her hatred by: 
With God, her confcience, and thefe bars againftme. 
And I no friends to back my fuit withal. 
But the plain devil, and diflembling looks : 

And yet to win her All the world to nothing ! 

Pla! . ' 

Hath flie forgot already that brave Prince, 
FJ.v^ard^^ her. Lord, whom I, fome three months iince, 
Stibb'd *n my angry mood at Te-wkjbztry? 
A fwecter aui a lovoiier gentleman, 
Fram'd in the prodigality of nature, 
^ ouag, wife, and valiant, and no .doubt, right royaj. 
The fpacious world cannot again aiFord > . 
And will ihe yet debafe her eyes on me. 
That cropt the golden prime of this fweet Prin;:e, ^ 
And made her widow to a woeful bed ? 
On me, whofe all not equal's Ed-wanP^ Moiety ? . ^ 
On me, that halt, and am mis-fhapen thus'i A 

My Dukedom to a beggarly Ikukr^ . . ;'; •.. '. L 

\ ^^ 
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I do miilake.my perfon all this while : 

Upon my life, fhe finds,- although I cannot, 

Myfelf to be a marv'lous proper man. 

I'll be at charges for a looking-glafs. 

And entertain a fcore or two of tailors. 

To fludy fafhions to adorn my body : 

Since I am crept in favour with myfelf, 

I will maintain it with fome little coft. 

But firft I'll turn yon fellow in his grave. 

And then return lamenting to my love. 

SMne put, fair fun, till I have bought a glafs. 

That I may fee my ihadow as I pafs. [Ex/f. 

SCENE changes to the PaUtce. 

Enter the ^een, Lord Rivers, atid Lord Gray. . 

^<v. T T Ave patience. Madam, there's no doubt his 

ITl Majefty 
Will foon recover his accuftom'd health. 

Gray. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worfe; 
Therefore, for God's fake, entertain good comfort. 
And cheer his Grace whh quick and merry tyt%. 

^een. If he were dead what would betide of me I. 

Gray, No other harm, but lofs of fuch a Lord. 

^ueen. The lofs of fuch a Lord includes all harms. 

Gray. The heav'ns have bleft you with a goodly fon. 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

^een. Ah! he is young, and his minority 
lb put into the truft of Richard Glo'fter^ 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 

Riv. Is it conclwled, he (hall be proteftor > 

^em. It is determined, not concluded yet: 
But fo it mull be, if the King mifcarry. 

Enter Buckingham tf»^/ Stanley. 
Gray. Here come the Lords of Buckingham and Stanley^ 
(^) Buik. 

(1) Htrt come ibe Lordi •/ BMcVdntJaaaa an^. \i«\siA 't>N«.\x -*. 
BhiiJtrof Inadvertence, which \i?i\ T>\ti ^>Ea<i^ >\it. M«Vi^<fc ^x-i^v-^ 
ImpreffioM. It could not v.x\\ \>^ ^>\\^wa\ \a: ^baVe^^tw^ ^^^« 
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Awi. Good time of day unto ybtir royal 6nice'#^ 
Stanley. God make your Majeily joyful asvou have b^^y^ t 
^M.The Counters Richmomly food my Lord ofStmmj^/ 

To your good pray'r will fcarceiy fay, Amen ; 

Yet, Stanley, notwithftanding flie*s your wife, 

And loves not me, be you, good Lord, aiTurM, 

I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Stanley. I do befeech you, either not beHere 

The envious ilanders of her falfe accuiers : 

Or, if ihe be aecus'd on true report. 

Bear with her weaknefs ; which, I think, proceeds 

Fit)m wayward ficknefs, and no grounded malice. 
^ueen. Saw you the King to-day, my Lord ofStmdt^f 
Stanley. But flow the Duke q£ Buckingham and I 

Are come from vifiting his Majefty. 

^ueen. What likelihood of his amendment. Lords ? . 
Buck. Madam, goodhop^ ; his Grace fpeaks^ chearfuUy- 
^ueen. Gpd grant him health ! did you confer with him ? 
Buck. Madam, we did; he feeks to make atonement 

Between the Duke of Glo^fter ind your brothers', ' 

And between them and my Lord Chamberlain \ 

And fent to warn them to his royal presence. 
^ueen. * Would all were well — but that will never be-* 

I fear, our happinefs is at the height. 

Entir Gloucefter. 

&o. They do me wrono;, and I will not endure it»^ 
Who are they, that complain unto the King, 
That I, forfooth, am ftei:n, and love them not f 
By holy Baul they love his Grace hut lightly. 



was moft minately intimate with his Hiftory and the latermarriaget 
^i the Nobility. The Perfoft here called Derl^y was libomMi Lord 
j^tanlny Lord Steward o£ King Edward the IVth's Houfhold. But 
this Thomas Lord Stanitf was not created Earl of Derby till after thi^ . 
Acceffion of Henry VII ; and> accordingly, afterwards in the Foortn 
and Fifth jSBs ofthis Play, before the Battle of ^0/f0«r//>-^f A/, hei«< 
*wy where cffj/ed Lord Stmiby., Iba &affi»MtfLVf \«.f6&«» the 
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T&ftt fills liift esurs with fuch diiTentious rumours. 

Bccaafe I cannot flatter, and look* fair. 

Smile in men's faces, fmooth, deceive and cog,. 

Duck with French nods, and apiih courtefy, •• 

I muft beheld a rancorous enemy. 

Cannot a plain man live and think no harm> 

But thus his fimple truth muft be abus'd 

By filken, lly, infihuatin^ Jackt? 

Gray. To whom in all this prefence fpeaks your gtture?' 

QU. To thee, that haft nor honefty, nor grace : 
When have I injured thee I when done thee wrong ? 
Or thee } or the^ I or any of your fa^ion I 
A plague upon you all ! His royal perfon. 
Whom God preferve better than you would wifli,. 
Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while,. 
But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints. 

%0(Mu Brother of QliUfierj^ you mifUke Uie natter r 
The King' of his own royal difpofition. 
And nol provok'd by any fuitor elfe, 
(Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred,. ^ 
That, in your outward a£tioa fhews itfdf 
Again (I my children, brothers, and my/elf ;) 
Makes him to fend^ that he may learn the ground^. 
Of your ill will, and thereby to rejsove it. 

Glo. I cannot tell; tibie world is grov^n ib bad,. 
That wrens make prey, where eagles dare not perch*. 
Since every Jtick became a gentlemaB> 
There'^ many a gentle perfon made a Jack^ 

^een, Come> come,^ we know your meaning, brother 

Gk'ftiM. 

YoxL fenvy my advancement and my friends : 
God grant, w« never may have need of you t 

Glo, Mean time, God grants thAt we have need of joVk, 
Our brother is imprifon'd by your means ; 
Myfelf difgrac'd; and the nobility 
Held in contempt ; while many fair promotions 
Are daily given to ennoble thofe, 
That fcarce, ibme two days fince, were worth a noble. 

9uitm. By him* that cavft'ivA \ft.>]EO^ ^asKSx^^^^^igs^^^ 
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From that contented hap which I enjoyed, 

I never did incenfe his Majefty 

Againft the Dake of Clarence ; but have been 

An earned advocate to plead for him. 

My Lord, you do me fhameful injury, 

Falfly to draw me in thefe wild fufpefts. 

Glo. You may deny that you were not the cauie 
Of my Lord Huftings* late imprifonment. 

Rl*v. She may, my Lord, for 

Glo, She may. Lord RH^ers — why, who knows not Jb ? 
She may do more, S>, than denying that : 
She may help you to many fair preferments. 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, 
And lay thofe honours on your high deferts. 
What may Qie not ? (he may— — ay, marry, may fhe— 

Ri'v. What, marry, may fhe? 

Glo, What, marry, may fhe ? marry with a &ing» 
A bachelor, a handfome ftripling too : 
I wis, your grandapi had a worfer match.— 

<^en. My Lord of Glo*Jlery I have too long borne 
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter feoffs : 
By heav'n, I will acquaint his Majefly, 
Of thofe grofs taunts I often have endur'd. 
I had rather be a country fcrvant-maid. 
Than a great Queen with this condition ; 
To be thus taunted, fcorn'd and baited at. 
Small joy have I in being England* s Queen. 

Enter ^een Margaret, 

QJlftf . And lefTen'd be that fmall, God, I befeech theeJ 
Thy honour, flate, and feat is due to me. 

Glo. What! threat you me with telling of the King?' 
Tell him, and fpare n6t ; Look, what I have faid, (3) 

(3) 7V//i&/w, and fpare not i Leak, *:vhat I have faid^y This VeHc, 
which was at firft left oul by the Players in their hnprcfficn fm 
which the modern Editors have fo?low'd them) I have reftor'd 
from the eld i^vjrfo'sj and, indeed, without it^ the Vcrfe, whiclk' 
Jaomediately HdUows, it hardly Senlet . . 
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I will^avouch: in prefcnCe of the King: 

'Tis time to fpeax, my pains are quite forgot. ■ ' ' 

Q^Mar. Out, Devil! I remember thee too well: 
Thou killMft my hufband Henry in the Tower, 
And Ed^ward, my poor fon, at Tewkjhury. 

Glo, Ere you were Queen, ay, or your hufband Ring, 
I w^s a pack-horfe in his great affairs j 
A weeddrbut of his*proud Adverfaries^ 
A liberal rewarder of his friends ; . '^ 

To foyalize his blood, I fpilt mine own. : ' 

Q,Mar, Ay, and much better blood than his or thmc. 

gTo, In all which time you aft your hufband Graf * 
.Were faftious for the Houfe of Lancmfter ; ^^ 

And Rivers, fo were you ; was not your hu(bandy 
Jn Marg*ret*s battle, at St. jilhans flain ? ' 
Let me put in your minds, if you forget. 
What you have, been ere now, and what you>Brc :' A 
Withal, what I have been, and what I am. ' » 

^ Q^Afflr. A murderous villain, and fo ftill thou art. 

Glo. Poor Clarence did for fake "his father Warwick , >• 
Ay, and forfwore himfelf, (which, Jefu, pardon!—)- 

Q;^ Aftfr. Which God revenge!—-- 

Glo, To fight on Edwardh party for the crown ; ' • 
And for his meed, poor Lord, he is mew'd np : 
I would to God, my heart were flint, like Ednvca-^ii^ 
Or Edivard's foft and pitiful, like mine ; 
I am too childiih-foolifh for this world. 

QJkf^r.Hie thee to hell for Ihame, and leave thia world. 
Thou cacod»mon ! there thy kingdom is. 

Ri'V, My Lord of Glo'Jler, in thofe bufy days. 
Which here you urge to prove us enemies. 
We follow'd then our Lord, our lawful King ; 
So fhould we you, if yQu (hould be our King. - 

Glo, If I fhould be ! — I had rather be a pedlar : 
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof. 

^een. As little joy, my Lord, as you fuppofc 
You fhould enjoy, were you this country's King ; 
As little joy you may fuppofe in me. 
That I e^joy, bdng Ui^. Q^ttn \!fiAt«a?l* 
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Q. Jfibr. A littk JQv eo^cw the Queen dlcreof^; 
Fori a(m Ae, and altogetner joylds. 
I ^to no longer hold me padeat. 
Here me, yoo wrangling pirates, that fall out 
In fkarins that which you have piird from me ; 
Wfeich of you trembles not, that looks on me ? 
l^not that I being Queen, you bowjike fubjeds ; 
Yet that by yoi» depoi'd, yon quake like rebels f 
Ahf gentle villain, do not turn away ^ 

G&.Foul wrinkled witch, whatmak'il thou in my fight? 
. Q^Mar. fint lepetitlbn of what thou haft marred* 
That wiU I mak^ belbre I let thee go. 
A hufband and a ion thou nw'ft to me ; [9# Glo. 

AndL.Aogy a kingdom; ^1 of you, allegiance; 

[TV tl^ ^tmh 
The forrow, that £ have, hy right is yours-; 
Andiali the p!eafiires» yon ufurp^ are mine. 

C/#. The cttife my nxme father laid on. thee. 
When thou didft ciown his warlike brows with papef« 
Ani with th^ fcorns diew'ft rivers from his eye». 
And ihe^ ta dry them, gav'fi: the Duke a clout, 
$teep'd in the fauldefi blood of pretty RtaUndi 
His juries, then firom hittemefs of foi»l 
Denounc'd againft thee, are now £aU'n upon thee^ 
And G0A19. not we, has plagu'd thy bloody doed. 

Q^Mar. So juft is God, to right the innocent. 

Haft. O, 'twas the foaleft deed to ilay that babe, 
Anii tiie moft mercileiis, that e'er was heard of. 

Ri'v. Tyrants themfelves wept, when irwas repont4f 

Dorfn No man but proph^y'd revenge for it. 

Buck. Nortbumhefhxiidy then pref<;nt, wept to fee it. 

Q. M^r. What \ were you Inarling all before I came^ 
Ready to catch each other by th^ tl^oat. 
And turn you sdl your hatred now on me 7 
Did York^^ dread corfe preipail fo much with heav'n, * 
That Henry's death, my lovely Eihward*% death. 
Their kinndom'a l6is, my woeful banifhment. 
Could all but anfwer for that peeviih brat ? 
CdD curfcs picj^ce^ the g1o^» - ami.tnxat, Vi^^'tL ? ^ 
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tVliy, then give way, dull rlomU^ to okj 9li<k CKcfei ! 

If not by war, by lurfeit die your Kiti^, 

As ours by murder, to make him a King ! 

Ed'ward thy fon, that now ia Prince of Wdkf^ 

For Ed-ward our fon, that was Prince of Wabip 

Die in his youth, by like untimely violence ! 

Thyfelf a Queen, for me that wa» a QnceA» 

Out-live thy glory, like my wretched w£\ 

Long may'.ft Ulou live to wail thy childreiv'e loft^ 

And fee another, as I (ee thee now. 

Decked in thy rights, as thooartflaU'd in ounr ! 

Xong die thy happy days berore diy deathy 

And after many length'ned hours of grief. 

Die, neither mother, wife, nor ExglZid'n Qgr en t 

Rivers arid Dcrfet^ you were ilanders.-by. 

And fo wail thou. Lord Hafiings, wh«amy ion 

Was ftabb'd with bloody daggers; God, Iprgy Ui^ 

That; none of you may live your natuvaj age. 

But by fome unlook'd accidei^t cut off! 

Glo. Have done thy charm, thou hitefulwithci'dfhig. 

Q^Mar.. And leave out the^ f H^y^ dog, for thftxi (halt 
hear me. 
If heav'ns have any grievous plague in flore!^ 
Exceeding thofe that I can wifli upoa thee, 
O, let them keep it, lill thy fins be ripe ; 
And then burl down their indignation 
On thee, thou troubler of the poor world's peace ( 
The worm of confcience ftill be-gnaw thy toul ; 
Thy friends fufpe^l for traitors while thou liv'ft. 
And take deep traitors for thy deareft frienda: 
No fleep clofe up that deadly eye of thine, 
Unlefs It be while fome tormenting dream ^ 

Affrights thee wiMi a hell of «gly £vils ! 
Thou elviih-markt abortive, rooting hog I 
Thou that wafl (eaPd in thy nativity 
The flave of nature, and the ion of hell ! 
Thou flandcr of thy heavy mother's womb ? 
Thou loathed iSqe of thy father's husal 
Thau rag of V^uwri^ w^ to ribrin ■ ■ ^ 
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. • <JQi0, Margaret,' 



Q.Mar. Richard.-' 
Glo. Ha?- 



Q^Mar, I call thee not. 

Glo, I cry thee mercy then ; for, I did think. 
That thou had'ft call'd me all thefe bitter names. 

Q^Mar. Why, fo I did ; but look'd for no reply. 
Oh, let me make the period to my curfe. 

G/p.'. 'Tis done by. me, and ends in Margaret, 

j^.Thus have you breath'd your curfe again ft you Helf. 

(^Mar, Poor painted Queen, vain flourilh of my 
.fortune! 
Why ftrew'ft thpu fugar on that bottled fpider^ 
Whofe deadly web ehfnareth thee about ? 
Fool, fool, thou whet'ft a knife to kill thyfelf : 
The day will come, that .thou ihalt wifli for me 
Ttt help thee curfe this pois'nous bunch-backM toad. 

Hafi. Fiilfe-boding woman, end thy frantick curfe; 
Left to thy harm thou move our patience. 

Q^M. Foul (hame upon you ! you have all mov'd mine, 
.^ Rt-:u. Were you w?ll/erv*d, you would be taught your 
duty. 

Q^M<3i% To ferve me well, you all fliould do me duty. 
Teach me to be your Queen, and you my fubjedls : . 
O, ferve me well, and teach yourfelves that duty. 

Dorf. Difpute not with her, ftie is lunatick. 

Q^Af^r. Peace, mafter Marquis, you are malapert; 
Your fire-new ftamp of honour is fcarce current. 
O, that your young nobility could judge 
What 'twere to iofe it, and be miferable! 
They, that ftand high, have many blafts to fhake them-; 
' And, if they fall, they dafh themfelves to pieces. 

Glo. Good counfel, marry, learn it,*learn it, Marquis. 

Dorf, It touches you, my Lord, as much as me. - 

Glo. Ay, and much more ; but I was born fo high, ' 
Our airy buildeth in the cedlr's top. 
And dallies with the wind, and fcorns the fun. 

Q^Mar. And turns the fun to (hade ;^--alas ! alas ! 
Wjtnefs my fon, now.in the ftvade-^ Aftax3ti\ 
Vf2io/e bright out-ihining beams tivy doM^^ vix^^ 
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Hath in eternal darknefs folded up. 
Your airy buildeth in our airy's neft; 
O God, that feeft it, do not fuffer it : 
As it was won with blood, fo be it loll ! 

Buck, Peace, peace for Ihame, if not for charity. 

Q^Mar, Urge neither charity nor fhame to me ; 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 
And fhamefully my hopes, by you, are butcher 'd. 
My charity is outrage, life my fhame. 
And in my fli'ame ftill live my forrOw's rage! 

Buck, Have done, have done. 

Q^Mar, O princely Bukingham, I'll I.ifs thy hand. 
In ligit of league and amity with thee : 
Now fair befall thee, and thy noble houfe ! 
Thy garments are npt fpotted with our blood ; 
Nor thou within the compafs of my curie. 

Buck, Nor no one here; for curies never paf» • 
The. lips of thofe, that breathe them in the air. 

* Q^Mar, I'll not believe, but they afcend uthe iky. 
And there awak<f God's gentle-fleepiug peace. 
O Buckingham^ beware of yonder dog ; ' . 

Look, when he fawns, he bites; and, when he bites. 
His venom-tooth will rankle to the death; 
Have not to do with him, beware of him, 
Sin, death, and hell, have fct their marks upon him ; 
And all their minifters attend on him. 

Glo, What doth fte fay, my Lord o£ Buckingham ? 

Buck, Nothing that I refpedl, my gracious Lord. 

Q^Mar, What, doft thou fcorn me for my gentle, 
counfel? • . 

And footh the devil, that I warn .thee from ? 
O, but remember this another day ? 
When he ihall fplit thy very heart with forrow; 
And fay, ]po6r Margaret was a Prophetefs. 
Live each of you the fubjedl to his hate,, . 
And he to yours, and all of you to God's ! ^Exit% 

Buck, My hair doth ftand on end to hear hercurfes. 

Ri<v. And fo doth mine : I wonder (he's at liberty. 

Gh, I cannot blame her, by God's Kobj taK!>\isR.\\ 
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She hsLth had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, that I have done to her. 

Dor/. I never did her any, to my knowledge. 

GU. yet you have all the Vantage of her wroif/ 
I was too hot to do fome body good. 
That h too cold in thinking ot it now. 
Marry, for Clarencij he is well rcpay'd ; 
He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains, 
God pardon them, that are the caufe thereof! 

Ri'v. A virtuous and a chriftian-like conclufion 
To pray for them, that have done fcathe to us. 

G%. So do I ever, being well advis'd ; 
For had I corft now, I had curd myfelfv [^ 

Enter Catelby. 

Catef. Madam, his Majefly doth call for yoU| 
And for your Grace^ and you, my noble liord. 

^ueen. Catejhy, we come ; Lords, will you go witl 

Riv. Madam, we will attend your Grace. 

[Exeunt all hut GlouCf 

Glo. I do the wrong, and nrft begin to brawL 
The fccret mifchiefs, that I fet a>broach, 
I lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence^ whom I indeed have laid in darknefs, 
I do beweep to many limple gulls. 
Namely to Stanley ^ Haftingjy Buckingham i 
And tell them, 'tis the (^een and her allies 
That ftir the King agaioft the Duke my brother. 
Mow they believe it, and withal whet me 
To be revengM on Rivers, Dor/eti Gray. 
But then I figh, and with a piece of fcnpture^ 
^ell them, that God bids us do good for evil : 
And thus I clothe my naked villany 
With old odd ends, ftprn forth of holv writ. 
And fisem a faint, when moft J play the devil. 
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EtUer fwo Murderers. 

But toitf here come my executioners. 

How now, my liandy, iloot, refolved mates. 

Are you now going to difpatch this deed ? 

I FiL We are, my Lord, and come to have the warrant 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo, Well thought upon, I have it here about me : 
When you have done, repair to Cr^-place. 
But, Sirs, be fudden in the execution, 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
For Clarence is well-fpoken, and", perhaps. 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 

ViL Fear not, my Lord, we will not ftand to prate $ 
Talkers are no good doers ; be aiTur'd, 
We go to ufe our hands, and not our tongues. 

g£. Your eyes drop mill-Hones, when fools' eyes drop 
tears. 
Ilike^on, lads; about your bufinefs ; go. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to the Tower, 

Enter Clarence and Brakenbury. 

^rtf^.TT 7Hy looks your Gra^ fo heavily to-day f 
VV Chir. O9 Ihav« paft amiferable night» 
So full of ugly fightS| of ghanly dreams. 
That, as I am a chriftian faithful man, 
I would not fpend another fuch a night 
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy days : 
So full of difmal terror was the time. 

^r. What was your dream, my Lord ? I pray you tell ipe. 
. CJar. Methoueht, that I haa broken from the Tower % 
And was embark'd to crofs to Burgundy^ 
And in my company my brother GU*Jler% t 

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatch es« Thence we look'd tow*rd Ettgland% 
And cited up a thoufand h^vj'^ tLmt.^, 
During the wars of Ywk Z3^ Lantejltr-* ^ 
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That had befall'n us. As we pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Methought, that Glo^fter ftumblcd ; and in falling- ' 
Struck me (that fought to ilay hun) over-board^ * 
Into the tumfbling^ billows cif the main. ' 

Lord, Lord, methought, what pain it was to drown ! 
What dreadful noife of waters in my ears 1 
What fights of ugly death within mine ev^^ \ 
I thought, I faw a thoufand fearful wrecks ; 
A thoufand men, that fiflics gnaw*d upon ; . 
Wedges of goid, great anchors, heaps of pearl, . 
Ineflimable flones, unvalued jewels. I 

Some lay in dead men's {kulls ; and in thofe holes. 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept. 
As 'twere in fcorn of eyes, refle^ng gems ; 
That wqo'd the flimy bottom of the deep, ^ 

And mock'd the dead bones that lay fcatter'd by. 
' Brak, Had you fuch leifure in the time of death. 
To gaze upon the fecrets of the deep ? • 2 

Clar, Methought, I had ; and often did I ftrive 
To yield the ghoft ; but ftill the envious flood 
Kept in my foul, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vaft, and wand'ring air; 
But fmother'd it within my panting bulk. 
W^hich alnK)ft burfl to btlch it in thd fea. 

Brak, AwakM you not" with this fore agony ? ' 
Clar. No, no, my dream iVas lengch'ned after life. 

then began the tempeft to my fout, 

1 paft, methought, the melancholy flood. 

With that grim ferry-man, which Poets write of. 

Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 

The firft that there did greet ray ftranger foul, 

Was my great father-in-law, renowned IVariAJtek^ • 

Who cry'd aloud What fcourge for perjury 

Can this dark monarchy afford falfe Clarence ? 
And fo he vaniih'd. Then came wand'ring by 
A fhadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood, and he fhriek'd out aloud 
C/areffce is ccmty falfe, fleetmg, pet'^ui'd Cfarence) 
ThsLt'ft^bVd »c in the field by Tewfcjburj \ 
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Seize on him, Furies, take him to your torments !— ^ 
With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
Inviron'd me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that with the very noife 
I, trembling, wak'd ; and for a feafon after 
Could not believe but that I was in Hell : 
Such terrible impreffioa made my dream. 

Brak, No marvel. Lord, that it affrighted you ; 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 

Clar, Ah ! Brakenbury^ I have done thofSe things. 
That now give evidence againft my foul. 
For MdwarJ's fake ; and, fee, how he requites me ! 
O God I if my deep prayers cannot appeafe thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my mifdeeds^ 
Yet execute thy wrath on me alone ; 
O, fpare my goiltlefs wife, and my poor children ! 
i pr'ythee, Brakenhuryy Hay by me ; 
,My foul is heavy, and I fain would fleep, 

Brak. I will, my Lord ; God give your Grace good reft f 
Sorrow breaks feafons and repoiing hours, [JJide. 

Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. 
Princes have but their titles for Iheir glories. 
An outward hoTiour for an inward toil ; 
And, for unfelt imaginations^ 
They often feel a world of reftlcfs cares : 
So that between their titles, and low name» 
There's nothing lifers but the outward fame. 

Enter tbi two Murderers. 

1 /W> Ho, who's there } 

Brak. In God's name, what art thou ? how cam'ft 
llhou hither? 

2 Fil. I would fpcak with Clarence^ and I came hifheir 
on my legs. 

Brak. What, fo brief? 

I Fil. *Tis better. Sir, than to be tedious. Let him 
fee our Commiffion, and talk no more. 

Rrak. [Reads. ^ I am in thi& corcaxuxAid^i^ \Si ^j^^«t 
The noble Duke of Qflftfwce to nwx ^kkoA.^. ,.^ 

Vol. V. K. ^^^ 
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I will not reafon what is meant hereby, 

Becanfe I will be euiklefs of the meaning. 

There lies the Duke afleep, and there the key»« 

ni to the King, and £gnify to him. 

That thus .I*have refign'd to you my charge. [Es^ 

1 Fil. You may, Sir, 'tis a point of wifdom : f^ 
you well. 

2 HL What, (hall we ftab him as he fleeps ? 

1 Fil. No ; he'll fay, 'twas done cowardly, when 
wakes. 

2 T//. When he wakes ! whyi Fool, he fhall ncv 
wake until the great judgment-day. 

1 ni. Why, then he'll fay, we ftabb'd him fleepin 

2 Fil. The urging of that word, judgment, hath br 
a kind of remorfe m me. 

1 Fil. What ? art thou afraid ? 

2 Fil, Not to kill him, having a warrant for it : 1 
to be damn'd for killing him, from the which no v/i 
rant can defend me. 

1 FiL PU back to the Duke o£ Glower, and tejl him; 

2 Fii, Nay, pry'thee, ftay a little : I hope, this h< 
humour of mine will change ; It was wont to hold j 
but while one would tell twenty. 

1 Ftl. How doft thou feel thyfelf now ? 

2 FiL Faith, fome certain dregs of confcience are i 
within me. « 

1 Fil, Remember the reward, when the deed's do] 

2 Fil, Come, he dies : I had forgot the reward. 
I ' Fil, Where's thy confcience now ? 

2 Fil, O, in the Duke of Glo'Jler's purfe. 

1 Fil, When he opens his purfe to give us our rewa 
thy confcience flies out. ^ 

2 Fil, 'Tis no matter, let it go ; there's few or n( 
will entertain it. . 

1 ^/7.,What if it come to thee again ? 

2 FiL I'll not meddle with it ; it is a dangerous 'thii 
it makes a man a coward : a man cannot ileal, bu 
accufeth him; a man cannot Avear, but it checks hi 

a, maa cannot lie with his vielghbour's wife, but it < 
tedis him. 'Tis sl bluftiing iiiam«i-?ae^ ^^mx, x>dl^x i 
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dnies in a man's bofom : it £lls one full of obflacles. 
It made me once reftore a purfe of gold, that by chance 
I found. It }>eggar8 any man, that keeps it. It is 
turn'd out of towns and cities for a dangerous thing ; and 
every man» that means to live welly endeavours to truft 
to himfelf, and live without it, 

1 FiL 'Tis even now at my elbow, perfuadlng me not 
to kill the Duke. 

2 FiL Take the devil in thy mind» and believe him 
not : he would iniinuate with thee but to make thee iigh. 

1 FiL I am ftrong- framed, be cannot prevail with me. 

2 FiL Spoke like a tall fellow, that refpeds his repu- 
tation. Come, ihall we fall to work i ■ 

1 FiL Take him over the coftard, with the nilt of 
thy fword ; and then throw him into the malmiie-bu,tt, 
in the next room- 

2 FiL O excellent device and make a fop of him. 

1 PlL Soft, he wakes. Shall I ftrike ? 

2 FiL No, we'll reafon with him. 

Clar, Where art thou, Keeper ? give me a cup of wine. 

2 FiL You Ihall have wine enough my Lord, anon. 

Clar. In .God's name, what art thott ? 

I FiL A man, as you are. 

Clar, But not, as I am, royal.. 

I FiL Nor you, as we are, loyal. 

Clar, Thy voice is thunder, bu^ thy looks are humble. 

1 FiL My voice is now the King's, my looks mine own. 

Clar, How darkly, and how deadly doft thou fpeak f 
Your eyes do menace me : why look you pale } 
Who fent you hither ? wherefore do you come ? 

Both. To, to, to ' 

Clar, To murder me ? 

Both, Ay, ay. 

Clar, You fcarcely have the hearts to tell me fo ! 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have I offended you ? 

1 FiL OiFended us you have not, but the King. 
Clar, I ihall be reconciled to him again. 

2 FsL Never, my Lord, therefore prepare to die. 
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Ciar, Are you call'd forth fVom out a world of meo. 
To flay the innocent? what's my offence? 
Where is the evidence, that doth accufe me ? 
What lawful queft have giv'n their verdidl up 
Unto the frowning judge ? or who pronounc'd 
The bitter fentence of poor Ciarenes* death ? 
Before I be convift by courfe of law, 
To threaten me with death, is moft unlawful. 
I charge you, as yon hope to have Redemption^ 
That ydu depart, and lay no hands on me : 
The deed, you undertake, is damnable. 

1 FiL What we will do, we do upon command. 

2 ViL And he, that hath commanded, is our King.^ 
Ciar. Erroneous valTals ! the great King of Kings 

Hath in the table of his Law commanded. 
That thou (halt do no murder ; will you then 
Spurn at his edi£t, and fulfil a man's ? 
Take heed, for he holds vengeance in his hand. 
To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 

2 ViL And that fame vengeance doth he hurl on thee 
For falfe forfwearint, and for murder too. 
ThQU didfl receive tne facrament, to £ght 
In quarrel of the houfe of Lancajfer. 

1 FiL And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
Didil break that vow ; and with thy treacherous blade, 
Unrip'dft the bowels of thy Sovereign's fon. 

2 FiL Whom thou wert iworn to cherifh and defend. 
1 FiL How canft thou urge God's dreadful Law to us» 

When thou hafl broke it in fuch high degree ? 

Clar. Alas ! for whofe fake did I that ill deed ? 
For Ediaard^ for my brother, for his fake. 
He fends you not to murder me for this : 
For in that fin he is as deep as I, 
If God will be avenged for the deed, 
O, know you yet, he doth it publickly ; 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm ; 
He needs no indiredt, nor lawlefs courfe. 
To cut off thofe that have offended him. 

/ FiL WJ:0 made thee then a bloody miniiler. 
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When -gallant-fpringing brave PLtntageftety 
That princely novice, was ftruck dead by thee ? 
Clar. My brother's love, the devil, and my rage. 

1 Fii Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy fault, 
Provoke us hither now, to (laughter thee. 

Clar, If you do love my brother, hate not me s 
I am his brother, and I love him well. 
If you are hir*d for meed, go back again. 
And I will fend you to my brother Glo^fttfy 
Who will reward you better for my life, 
Than Bdivard will for tidings of my deatk. 

2 ViL You are deceived, your brother (7Zp'y?^/- hates you, 
Clar, Oh, no, he loves me, and he holds me dear i^ 

Go you to him from me* 

Both, Ay, fo we will. 

Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father Ttrk 
Bleft his' three fons with his vidlorious arm, 
And charg'd us from his foul to love each other. 
He little tnoupht of this divided friendfliip : 
Bid Glo^fter think on this, and he will weep. 

\ViL Ay, mill-ftones; as he leilpn'd us to weep, 

Clar. O do not flander him, for he is kind. 

I Vih As fnow in harveft:— you deceive you rfdf; 
*Tis he that fends us to deftroy you here. 

Clar, It cannot be, for he bewept my fortune, 
Andhugg'd me in his arms, and fworcwith fobs. 
That he would labour my delivery. 

1 ViL Why, fo he doth, when he delivers yovi 
From this earth's thraldom to the joys of heav'n. 

2 r/AMake peace with God, for you muft die, my Lord. 
Clar, Have you that holy feeling in your foul^ 

To counfel me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your own fouls fo blind. 
That you will war with God, by murd'ring mei 
O Sirs, confider, they that fet you on 
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 

2 Vil, What (hall we do .> ' 

Clar, Relent, and fave your fouls. 
Which of you, if you were aVtvftsi^^ ^ ^^t^^ 
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Being pent from liberty, as I am now. 
If two facli murderers, as yoiirieives, came to you. 
Would not intreat for life ? ah ! you would beg. 
Were you in my diftrefs.— 

I ViL Relent ? 'tis cowardly and womanifh*. 

Clar* Not to relent, is beaftly, favage, deviliih. 
My friend, I fpy fome pity in thy looks : 
O, if thins eye be not a flatterer. 
Come thou on .my fide, and intreat for me. 
A begging Prince wha^ beggar pities not? 

z Vu, Look behind you, my Lord. 

1 ViL Take that, and that ; if ail this will not do. 

\Stabs him* 
m drown you in the malmfie-butt within. ^ \Exiu 

2 ViU A bloody deed, and defp'rately difpatch'd : 
How fain, like Pilate^ would I wafh my hands 

Of this moft grievous guilty murder done ! 

/» 

Re-enterjirfl Villain. 

I ViU How mow ? what mean'ftvthon, that thou help'ft 
me not ? 
By heav'n, the Duke (hall know how flack youVe been. 

J5 ViL I would he knew, that I had fav'd his brother I 
Take thou the fee, aid tell him what I fay ; 
For I repent me, that the Duke is flain. [J?*//. 

I ViL So do not I ; go, coward, as thou art. 
Well, I'll go hide tlw body }n fome hole. 
Till that the Duke give order for his burial : 
And, when I have my meed, I mull away j 
For this will out, and then I mull not Hay, [Hxit. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE, the Court. ' 

Enter King Eilward fu.k^ the ^een^ Dorfet, Rivepj^i^ 
Haftings, Catefby, Buckingham, and VVoodvilU. ' 

iT. £ D W A R. D. 

WHY, fo; now have I done a good day'^j work. 
You Peers, continue tliis united league : 
I every day expert an cmbafTage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence. 
And now in peace my foul ftiall part to heav'n. 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth ; 
llaftifigs and Rivers, take each other's hand ; 
Diiibmble not your hatred ; fwear your love. 

i?/ v.By heav*n, my foul is purged from grudging hate ; 
And with my hand I feal my true heart's love. 

I-/a^, So thrive I, as I truly fwear the like! 

K. Eiho, Take heed, you dally not before your King; 
Left he; that is the fupream King of Kings, 
Confound your hidden falihood, and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 

Hri^, So profpcr I, as I fwear perfect love ! 

Riu. And I, as I love Haftings with my heart I 

K. j?^w;. Madam, yourfelfis not exempt from this? 
Nor your fon Dcrfet ; Buckingham^ nor you ; 
You have been faftious one againft the other. 
Wife, love Lord Haftings, let him kifs your hand ; 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 

^en. There, Haftings-,— I will never more remember 
Our former hatred ; fo thrive I and mine ! 

K. Ediv. Dorfet, embrace liim : Haftings^ love Lordk 
Marquis. ' 
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Dor, Th?s interchange of love, I here protefi. 
Upon my part, (hall be inviolable. 
^ Hajf. And fo iwear L' 

K. Ed, Now, iprmz^lySuckinghamy feal thou this leag-cfe 
With thy embraccments to my wife's allies. 
And make me happy in your unity. 

Buck, When ever Buckingham doth tarn his hate 
Upon your Grace, and not with duteous love 

[To the ^€9» 
Doth cherifh you and yonrs, God punifh me 
With hate in thofe where I expcft mod love !— * 
When I have mod need to employ a friend^ "" 
And mod afTured that he is a friend. 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile. 
Be he to me ! This do I beg of heaven. 
When I am cold in zeal to you or yours. 

, [Emhracing Rivers, t^Cm 

K. Edijo. A pleafing cordial, princely Buchnghamt 
Is this thy vow unto my fickly heart* 
There wanteth now our brother Glo'fier here. 
To make the blefled perk)d,of this peace. 
*.. Buck. And, in good time, here comes the noble Duke. 

Enter Gloucefter, 'with RatcliC 

Gh, Good-morrow to my Sovereign KiT)g and Queen i 
And, princely Peers, a happy time of day. 

K. Ediu, Happy, indeed, as we have fpent the day : 
Brother, w,e have done deeds of charity ; 
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate. 
Between thcfe fwelling wrong-in cenfed Peers. 

Glo. A bleffed labour, my moft. Sovereign LiegC^ 
Amonff this princely heap, if any here 
By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmife. 
Hold me a foe'; if I unwittingly 
Have aught committed that is hardly home 
By any in this prefence, I deflre 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace : 
'Tis death to me to be at enmitv \ 
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I hate it« and defire all good men's love. 
Firfl» Madam, I in treat true peace of yoa. 
Which I will purchase with my duteous fervice : 
Of you, my noble coufin Bmikingbam^ 
If ever any grudge were lodged between us : 
Of you, and you. Lord Ri'vers, and of Dor/et, 
That all without defert have frown'd on me : , 
Of you, Lord Wooehilky and Lord Scales y of you ; 
Dukes, Earls^ Lords, Gentlemen ; indeed, of all« 
I do not know that Englijbman alive. 
With whom my foul is any jot at odds. 
More than the infant that is born to-night ; 
I thank my God for my humility. 

^een, A holy-day (hall this be kept hereafter ; 
I would to God, all ftrifes were well compounded \ 
My fovereign Lord, I do befeech your HighneA 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

G/^. Why, Madam, have I offered love for this. 
To be fo flouted in this royal prefence ? 
Whp knows not, that the gentle Duke is dead ? 

\Xhey aUftart. 
You do him injury to fcorn his coarfe. 

K. £</w. Who knows not he is dead I who knows, he is ? 
^ueen^ All-feeing heaven, what a world is this I 
JSucL Look I fo pale. Lord Dorjet, as the reft i 
Dor. Avy my good Lord ; and no man in the pre&nce^ 
But his red colour hath forfook his cheeks, 

K. £ihv. Is Clarence dead ? the order was revcr^M. 
Glo, But he^ poor man, by^ your £rft order died, . 
^And that a winged Mercury md bear : 
Some tardy cripple had the, countermand) 
Thai came too Ug to fee him buried, 
God grant, that K}me k(s noble, and lefs lovaU 
Nearer in bloody thoughtsi^ and not in blood;^ 
^eferve no worfe than wretched Clarence did^ 
And yd go current from fufpicion I 

Enter L^rd Stanley* 

^anh A boon, my Sov'reign* for m^ few^s». 4ss^». 
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K.. Edw. I pr'ythee, i>eace ; my fonl is full of foirow. 
SfanL I will not life, anlefs your Higlinefs hear me. 
K. Edw, Then fay at once, what is it thou requeft'ft ? 
StanL The forfeit, Sov^cign, of ray fcrvant'^s life ; 
Who flew to-day a riotous gentleman^ 
Irately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk. 

K. Ednv. Have I a tongue to doom my brother's death ? 
And (hall that tongue give .pardon to a ilave ? 
My brother kill'd no man ; his fault was thought ; 
And yet his puniihment was bitter death. 
Who fued to me for him ? who, in my wrath, 
KneePd at my feet, and bid me be advisM ? 
Who fpoke of brotherhood ? who fpoke of love ? 
Who told me, how the poor foul did forfake 
The mighty fTarwick, and did fight for me f 
Who told me, in the field at TenvAJ^r^, 
When Oxford had me down, he refcued me ? 
And faid, Dear brother, live, and be a King ? 
Who told me,* when we both lay in the field. 
Frozen almofl to death, how he did ]ap me 
£v'n in his garments, and did give himfelf 
All thin and naked, to the numb cold night ? 
All this from my remembrance brutifli wrath 
Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my mind. 
But when your carters, or your waiting vaffaU 

Have done a drunken flaughter, and defac'd 

The precious image of our dear Redeemer ; 

You ftrait are on your ki\pes for pardon, pardon, ■ ■ 

And I, unjuilly too, muft grant it you. 

But for my brother not a man would fpeak. 

Nor I, ungracious, fpake unto myfelf 

For him, poor foul. The proudeft of you all 

tiave been beholden to him in his life : 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life. 

God ! I fear, thy juftice will take hold 

On me, and you, and mine, ancj yours, for this. 

Come;, Hdftings^ help me to my clofet. Ah ! 

Poor C/armce I \kxtwtt fome 'with the King and ^een. 
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Gh. Thefe are the fruits of rafhne'fs : marked yoQ AOt, 
How that the guilty kindred of the Qoeea 
Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarenci death ? 

1 they did urge it ftill untO the King. 

God will revenge it. Comes Lords, will you go 
To comfort Ed<ward with our company ? \Exmnt. 

Enter the Butcbefs, of York, 'uAth the fwo children ef 
Clarence. 

Son. Good Grandam, tell us, is our father dead ? ' 

Dutch, No, boy. 

Daugh. Why do you weep fo oft ? and beat your breaft ? 
And cry, O Clarence / my unhappy fon ! 

Son, Why do you look on us, and fhake your bead. 
And call us orphans, wretches, caft-aways. 
If that our noble father be alive ? 

Dutch. My pretty Coufins, you miflake mc both. 

1 do lament the ficknefs of the King, 

As loth to lofe him ; not your father's death ; 
It were loll forrow to wail pne that's loft. 

Son, Then you conclude, my Grandam, he is dead. 
The King mine uncle is to blame for this. 
God will revenge it, whom I will importune 
With daily earneft prayers. 

Daugh. And fo will I. 

Dutch. Peace^ children, peace ! the King doth love 
you well. 
Incapable and fhallow Innocents ! , 

You cannot guefs, who caus'd your father's death. 

Son, Grandam, we can ; for my good uncle Glo^fier 
Told me, the King, provok'd to't by the Queen, 
Dcvis'd impeachments to imprifon him ; 
And when my uncle told mc fo, he wept. 
And pitied me ; and kindly kift my check ; 
^Bade me rely on him, as on my father. 
And he would love me dearly as his child. 

Dmh. Ah ! that deceit fhould Heal fuch gentle fhape. 
And with a virtuous vizor hide dee^ vl<;c C 



^^n. 



aaS ^King R i c b ik r d III. 

He is my fon, ay, and therein my (hame ; 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Soft, Think you, my uncle did diflemble, Graxtdam ? 

Jhttch. Ay, boy. 

Som. I cannot think it. Hark, what noife is this ? 

jEntir tbi ^ueen 'with her hair about her ears^ Rivers and 
Dor{ct afier her. . 

^ueen. Ah ! who fhall hinder me to wail and weep I 
To chide my fortune, and torment myfelf ? 
I'll join with black defpair againft niy foul. 
And to myfelf become an enemy. ■ 

Dtticb. What means this fcene of rude impatience ^ 

^ueen. To make an a£l of tragick violence^ 
Edward^ my Lord, thy fon, our king, is dead. 
Why grow the branches, when the root is gone ? 
Why wither not the leaves, that want their fap f 
If you will live, lament j if die, be brief; 
That our fwift- winged fouls may catch the King's ; 
Or, like obedient fubjeds^ follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual reft. 

Dutch, Ah ! fo much iht'reft have I in thy ibrrow, 
' As I had title to thy noble hufband ; 
I have bewept a worthy hu (band's death. 
And liv'd by looking on his images. 
But now two minors of his princely femblance 
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death ; 
And I for conifort have' but one falfe glafs. 
That grieves me when I fee my fhame in him. 
Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother ; 
And haft the comfort of thy children left : 
But death hath fnatch'd my hufband from mine arms. 
And pluckt two crutches from my feeble hands^ 
'Clarence ziidi Edward, O, what caufe have I, 
<Thine ^ing but a meiety of my grief) ^ ' 

To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries i 

Son, Ah, Aunt 1 you wept not for our father's d^ath ; 
Ifmw can we aid you with our kindted ttats ? 
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Daugh. Oar fatherlefs diftrefs was left unmosmM^ 
Your widow dplours likewiie be unwept ! 

^ueen. Give me no help in lamentation » 
I am not barren to bring lorik complaints : 
All fprings reduce their currents to mine eycSf 
That I, being govern'd by the watry moon. 
May fend forth plenteous tears to drown the world* 
Ah, for my hulband, for my dear Lord Ednuard! 

ChiU Ah, for our father, for our dear Lord Clarence ! 

Dutch, Alas, for both, both mine, Edtuard and Clarence ! 

^een. What ftay. had I> but Edward P and he's gone^ 

Chil. What ftay had we, but Clarence ? and he*s gone. 

Dutch, What ftays had I, but they ? and they arc gone. 

^ueen. Was never widow, had fo dear a lofs. 

ChiL Were never orphans, bad fo dear a lofi. 

Dutch. Was never mother, had fo dear a lofs, 
Alas ! I am the mother of thefe griefs. 
Their woes are parcelled, mine are general. 
She for an Ednnard weeps, and fo do I ; 
I for a Clarence weep, fo doth not fhe 5 
Thefe babes for Clarence weep, and fo do I. 
Alas ! you three; on me threcfol d-d ift reft, 
Potir all your tears ; I am yoar forrow's nurfe^ 
And I will pamper it with lamentations. 

Dor, Comfort, dear mother ; God is much difpleas'd. 
That with unthankfulnefs you take his doing. 
In common worldly things 'tis calPd ungrateful 
With dull unwillingnefs to pay a debt. 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent r 
Much more to be thus oppofite with hcav'nj 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Rruers, Madani, bethink you, like a careful mother. 
Of the yoiHig Prince your fon ; fend ftrait for hin%. 
Let him be crown'd ; in him your comfort lives. 
Drown defpcrate forrow in dead Edward's grave. 
And ^lant your joys in living Edward' % tbronci. 



^tdLI 
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Enter GlovLCe&er, Buckingham*. Stanley, Hafiing-^ ^ 
Ratcliff. ' 

GIo. Sifter, have comfort : all of us hare caufe 
To wail the dimming of our ihining flar : 
But none can help our harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy ; 
I did not fee vou.—— Humbly on my knee 
I crave your bleffing. 

DiUch, God blefs uiee, and put meeknefs in thy breaft. 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty. 

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old man !-^ 
That is the butt end of a mother's olefling ; 
I marvel, that her Grace did leave it out. 

Buck. You cloudy Princes, and heart-forrowing Peers, 
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan. 
Now chear each other in each other's love ; 
Though, we have fpent our harvcll of this King, 
We are to reap the harveft of his fon. 
The broken rancour of your high-fwoln hearts. 
But lately fplintcr'd, knit and join'd together, 
Muft gently be preferv'd, cherifh'd and kept : 
Me fcemeth good, that, with feme little train. 
Forthwith from LudIo*w the young Prince be fetch*d (4) 
Hither to Londorty to be crown'd our King. r 

^'xr. Why with fome little train, myLord oiBuckingham? 

Buck, Marry, my Lord, letl by a multitude 
The new-heaPd wound of malice fliould break out ; 
Which would be fo much the more dangerous. 
By how riiuch the eftate is yet ungovern'd. 
Where every horfe bears his commanding rein, 

(4) Forthwith f rem Ludlow the your nr Pri/icc be fe/cFtf,^ EefwarJ, 
the young Prince, in liis Father's Lte-iime and at his Dcmire, kept 
his Houfl-.old at Ludloio as Prince ot /f*i/« j under ili*j Governance 
ai Ar.tlony Wood'vJ'i Earl of'Ki'vtrs, his Uncle by the Motlifr's fide. 
The Intention of his being fv.nt thither was to fee Juilit.e done in 
the Afarches; and, by the Authority of hh l*rcf( nee, .to rtflri'ip the 
/f7y//w/7, w'r.o were wild, diirolu\e, and ill- <1; 090 led, from their 
Mccuiiomcd Maidcis and OuUajes. Vids HaW, Hg\>^ti%^t^4^ ^t. 



King Richard III. 2131 

And may direft his courfe 4s plcafe himfelf. 
As well the fear of harm, . as harm apparent. 
In my opinion ought to be prevented. 

Glo, I hope, the King made peace with all of us ; 
And the compadl is firm, and true in me. 

Riv, And fo in me ; and fo, I think, in all. 
Yet iince it is but green, it ihould be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach. 
Which, haply, by much company might be org'd i 
Therefore I fay, with noble Buckingham, 
That it is meet fo few ihould fetch the Prince. 

Haft. And fo fay I. 

Glo. The\i be it fo ; an<i go we to determine^ 
Who they fhall be that ftrait ihall poft to Ludlvw. 
Madam, and you my fitter, will you go. 
To give your cenfures in this weighty bufinefs ? [Exewtf. 
[Manent Buckingham and Gloucefter. 

Buck. My Lord, whoever journies to the Prince, ' 
For God's fake, let not us two ftay at home ; 
For by die v^ay, I'll fort occafion. 
As index to the ftory we late talk'd of. 
To part the Queen's proud kindred from the Prince* 

Glo. My other felf, my counfel-s confiftory. 
My oracle, my prophet 1— My dear coufia, (5) 
I, as a child, will go by thy dire^ion. f\ 

Tow'rd Ludloiu then, for we'll not ftay behind. \Extum. 

SCENE changes it a Street near the Court* ' 
Enter one Citizen at one door, and another at the ptheir* 

1 C//. /^^ Ood-morrow, neighbour, whither away fo faft I 
Vjr 2 Cit, I promife you, I hardly know myfclf ; 
Hear you the news abroad ? 

(s) ^^ other fefft my CounfeVi Confiftory, 
My Oracle, my Prophet, my dear Coufin /] I have altered the Potntirg 
©f this PaiTage, by the Direftion of my ingenious Friend Mr. Wc r- 
kurton : becaufe, by this qcw R«^UV\AU> "^ ^\%.ti^ "V^ XN&a:diis«>:w 

. ^//V/wwr if sccnnlcdt 



^,c:\\ 
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1 Cit, Yes, the King is dead. 
t Cit. Ill news, by'r lady ; feldom comes a bet.^ 
I fear, I fear, 'twill prove a giddy world. 

JEnter another Citizen, 

%Cit, Neighbours, Godfpeed! 

1 Cii, Give yott good-morrow. Sir. 

3 Cit. Doth the news holdof goodKin^f^^ariTs dea 

2C//. Ay, Sir, itis too true; God help, the wlii 

3 Cit. Then, mailers, look to fee a troublous worl« 

1 CitftlOf no, by God's good grace his fon (hall reii 
3 Cit. Woe to that land, that's govern'd by a chiW 

2 C//. In him there is a hop^ of government ; - 
Which in his non-age, counfel under him. 
And, in his full and ripen'd years, hinifelf. 

No doubt, fliall then, and till then, govern welL 

I Cit. So ftood the date, when Henry the iixth 
Was crown'd in Parisf but at nine months old. 

3 C?/. Stood the ftatefo? no, no, good friends, God w< 
For when this land was famoufly enrich'd 

With politick grave counfel ; then the King 
Had Virtuous uncles to protedk his Grace. 

I C/V.Why^ fo hath this, both by his father and moth 
3 C//. Better it were, they all came by his father; 
Or by his father there were none at all : 
•For emulation, who fhall now be nearef!^ 
Will touch us all too near, if bod prevent not* 
O, full of (langer is the Duke of Glo^et-y 
>bid the Queen's fons and brothers haughty, proud 
And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule. 
This fickly land might folacc as before. 

1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the word; all will be W 
3 Cit. When clouds are feen, wife men put on tl 
cloaks; 
When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand % 
tVhen the fun fets,' who doth not look for night ? 
Untimely florms make men expedl a dearth : 
Ail may be well; but if God fort it fo, 
^Tis more than we deferve» or I expeft. 
2 Cit. Truly, the liearts of men ^ls^ ivx^oilcvt-. 
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Yoa cannot reafon almofi with a man 
That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 

3 Cit, Before the days of change, ftill is it fo ; 
By a divine iiiflindt men's minds miflrufl 
Eiifuing danj;er ; as by proof we fee. 
The waters iwell before a boift'rous ilorm. 
But leave it all to God. Whither away ? 

2 Cit, Marry, we were fent for to the juftices. 

3 Cit, And fo was I, Pll bear you company. [Exeunt^ 

SCENE changes to the Courfk 

Enter Archlijhop of York, the yonvg Dttke r/'York^ thi 
Slueerif and the Dutcbejs o/'York. 

Jrch.X Heard, they lay the laft night at Northamptcn^ 

X At Stony Stratford thty do reft to-night : 
To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 

Dutch, I long with all my heart to fee the Prince^ 
I hope, he is much grown fince laft I faw him. 

^een. But I hear, not; they fay, my fon o^Tork 
Has almoft overta'en him in his growth. 

TorM, Ay, mother, but t would not have it fo. 

Dutch. Why, my young coufin, it is good to grow* 

Tork, Grandam, one night as we did fit at fuppef. 
My uncle Ri'vers talk'd how I did grow. ' 
More than my brother. Ay, quoth my uncle Gh^ fiefs 
Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace. 
And fince, methinks, I would not grow fo faft, 
Becaufe fweet flow'rs are flow, and weeds make hafte, 

Dutch. Good faith, good faith, the fayijig did not hbld 
In him, that did objedl the fame to thee. 
He was the wretched'ft thing, when hcwa* young; 
So long a growing, and fo leifurely. 
That, if his rule were true, he ftiould be graciouS;. 

Tork, And fo, no doubt, he is, my gracious Madam. 

Dutch, I hope, he is 5 but yet let mothers doubt. 

Tork, Now, by my troth, if 1 had been rem6mber*d» 
I could have giv'n my uncle's Grace a flout 
To touch his growth, ut^x^t xVi^wVfc v^^^^'^k^^- . 



234 King Richard III; 

Tork. Marry, they fay, my uncle grew fo faft. 
That he could gnaw a cruft at t>vo hours old ; 
*Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting jcft. 

Dutch. I prVthce, pretty Torkt who told thee this ? 

2Vi., Grandam, his nurfe. 

DutchMlis nurfe ! why, (he was dead ere thou waft born. 

Tork, li 'twere not fhe, I cannot tell who told me. . 

^een, A parlous boy go to, you are too fhrewd, 

Dutth, Good Madam, be not angry with a child. 

^een. ^^itchers have ears. 

Enter a MeJJinger. 

Arch, Here comes a meflenger : what news ? 

Mef. Such news, my Lord, as grieves me to report, • 

^een. How doth the Prince ? 

Mef, Well, Madam, and in health. 

Dutch. What is thy news ? 

Mef. Lord Rivers and Lord Gray are fent to Ptmfnt; 
With them Sir Thcmas Vaughan^t prifoners. 

J>utch. Who hath committed them \ 

Mef. The mighty Dukes, 
Gio^fter and Buckingham. 

Arch. For what ofFence ? 

Mef. The fum of all I can, I have difclos'd : 
Why, or for what, the Nobles were ccniraitced, 
Is all unknown to me, my gmcious lady. 

^een. Ah me! I fee the nun of my houfe; 
The tyger now hath feizM the gentle hind. 
Infulting tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the innocent and awlefs throne ; 
Welcome, de(tru£lion, blood and maffacre ! 
I fee, as in a map, the end of all. 

Dutch. Accurfed and unquiet wrangling days ! 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld? 
My hufband loft his life to get the crown. 
And often up and down my fons were toft. 
For me to joy, and weep, their gain, and lofs. 
And being /^ated, and domeftkk bTo\\^ 
Clean owr-blown, thcmfelvcs, the cow\vxtTOt^ 
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Make war upon themfelves, blood againft blood, 
•Self againft f elf ; O moft jprepofterous 
And frantick outrage ! end thy damned fpleen ; 
Or let me die, to look on death no more. (6) 

^,een. Come, come, my boy, we will to fandtaary. 
Madam, farewel. 

Dutch. Stay, I will go with you. 

^een. You have no caufe. 

Arch, My gracious lady, go. 
And thither bear your treafure and ydnr goods. 
For my part, 1*11 refign unto your Grace 
The feal I keep; and fo betide it me. 
As well 1 tender you, and all of yours 1 
Go, 1*11 condud you to the fanduary. [Exeunt* 



ACT III. 

SCENE, in London. 

TTje Trumpets found. Enter Prince ^ Wales, the Dukes 

£/*GIoucefter ^«^Buckinghani, Archbijhop^ withothers. 

Buckingham. 

WElcome, fweet Prince^ to Londoriy to your chamber. 
G/.Welcome,dear coufin,my thought's Sovereign. 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

(6) Or let me die, to look on Earth no more,] This Is the Reading 
of all the Copies, from the firft Edition, put out by the Pfayers^ . 
downward*. Bat the old Dutcbefs had no Antipathy to the World, 
orloojcing upon the Earth in general: Her complaints are reftraincd. 
to the calamitous Days ihe had feen, the Miierics and Slaughters of 
civil Wars at home: during the Procefs of which /he had bcco' 
wirnefs to fo many Murders, fuch Havock and Dcftruftipnj that /he 
very reasonably vri/hes, that fuch Outrage m^y ceafe, or that (he 
may not live to behold iny more Friends maffacred. I have there- 
fore reftored the Reading of the old Sluarto in 1597 (which is copied 
by all the other authcnriqk £(uarto^$ j) by >«lvk\iXJcw<tTWi^x.'\%SxB«iw'\ . 
and properiy improved. 
Or/etme die, to Imk en Death no more, ^ , 

1? T\X|' 
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Pruici, No, Uncle, but our crofles on the wd)r 
Have made it tedious, wcarifome and heavy. 
1 want more Uncles here to welcome me. 

Gio. Sweet Prince, th* untainted virtue of your yea/» 
Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit : 
Nor more can you diftinguifli of a man. 
Than of his outward fhew^ which, God, he knowA, 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart. 
Thofe Uncles, which you want, were dangerous : 
Your Grace attended to their fugar'd words. 
But look'd not on the poifon of their hearts : 
God keep you from them, and from fuch falfe ftiends t 

Pr.God keep me from falfe friends ! but they were none« 

GU, My Lord, the Mayor of London comes to greet you* 

Enter L^rJ Maysr* 

May, God blefs your Grace wi th health and happy days! 

Prince. I th'ank you, good my Lord, and thank you all: 
^1 thought, my mother, and my brother Tork^ 
Woula lorig ere this have met us on the way* 
Fjr, what a ilug is Haftings ? that he comes not ^y^iam^ 
To teU tts, whether they will come or no. 

Enter Lord Haftings. 

BucL And in good time here comes the fweating^Xxird. 

Prin. Welcome, my Lord ; what, will our mother come ? 

Hafl. On what occafion, God, he knows, not I, 
The Queen your mother, and your brother Tork^ 
Have taken fandluary ; the tender Prince 
Woiild fain have come with me to meet your Grace* • 
But by his mother was perforce with-held. 

Buck. Fy, what an indireft and peevifli courfe 
Is this of hers ? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
Perfuade the Queen to fend the Duke of York'' 
Unto his princely brother prefently ? 
If fhe.deny. Lord Haftings ^ you go with hi«» 
Aad/jvm Aer jealous arms pluck Vdm ^i^tce* 
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Arch, My Lord of Buckingham^ if my weak orato^ 
Can from his mother win the Duke of Torky 
Atton expedl him here ; but if ihe be 
0bdurate to entreaties, God forbid. 
We fhould infringe the holy privilege 
0f fandluary ! not for all this land 
Would I be guilty of fo deep a fin. 

Buck, You are too fenfelefs-obHinate, my Lord ; 
Too ceremonious, and traditional. , 

Weigh it but with the groffnefs of thi» age. 
You break not fanfiuary, in feizing him; 
The bene£t thereof is always granted 
To thofe, whofe dealings have deferv'd the place; 
And thofe, who have the wit to claim the place ; 
This Prince hath neither daim'd it, nor deferv'd it ; 
Therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it. 
Then taking him from thence, that is not there. 
You break no privilege nor charter there : 
Oft have I heard of fan6luary-men, 
But fanftuary-children ne'er till now. 

Arch, My Lord, you fhall o'er-rule my mind for once. 
Come on. Lord Haftingsy will you go with me ? 

Hafl, I go my Lord. [Exeunt Archbijhop ^zW Haflingf. 

Prince. Good Lords make all the fpeedy hafte you may. 
Say, Uncle Glo^fiert if our brother come. 
Where fhall we fcjoum till our coronation ? 

Glo, Where it ieems beft unto your royal felf : 
If I may counfel you, fome day or two 
Your Highnefs ihall repofe you at the Tvwer : 
Then, where you pleaie, and fhall be thought moil fit 
For your bell heaJth and recreation. . ^ 

Prince, 1 do not like the Te^ver of any place ; 
Did Julius C^Jar build that place, my Lord ? 

Buck. He did« my gracious Lord, begin that place^ 
Which, fince, fucceeding ages have re-cdify'd. 

Prince, Is it upon record r or clfc reported 
^uccefilvely, from age to age, he built it ? 

Buck, Upon record, my gracious Lord. 
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Prince. But fay, my Lord, it were not rcgifterM, 
Mcthinks, the truth (hould live from age to age. 
As 'twere rctail'd to all Pofterity ; 
Even to the general all-ending day. ^ 

Gio. So wife, fo young, they fay, do ne'er live long. 

Prince. What fay you. Uncle ? 

GIo. I fay, without char^^s^rs. Fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal vi<Je, Iniquity, * 7 ^- . 
I moralize two meanings in one word. (7) 3 ^ ^* 

Prince. Ths^ Julius Q/efar was a famous man> 



^ {j) Thus ttke the formal Vkc, Iniquity, 

/ moralize two Meanings in one Word."] By yjce, the Author means 
not a SiuaHty but a ^erfon. Therctwas hardly an old PI^^ till the 
Period of the Reformation, which had not in it a Devil, and a drofe 
Character, a Jfefter ; (who was to play upon and work, the Devil :] 
and this Bum)on went by the Name of a Vice, A Vice in a Play, 
badin, Sniroe ; to Pla^ the Vice, badiner j Mime, a Vice, Foe/,' 
jfejierf &c. in a Piay\ fays Cctgravel Mimo, (mimus) a Jefier^ 
a Vice j fays Minfietv in his Spani/h Didlionary, This Buffoon wa« 
at firft accoutred with a long Jerkin, a Cap with a Pair of Afs's 
Ears, and a Wiooden Dagger, with which (like another Harlequin) 
he was to make Sport in belabouring the Devil. This was the 
conftant Entertainnr.ent in the Times of Popery, whilft Spirits, and 
•Witchcraft, and exorcifing held their own. When the Reformat 
■ticn took place, the Stage (hook off feme Groffities, and encreafed 
In Refinements. The Mailer-devil then. >vas foon difmiffcd from 
the Scene ; and this Buffoon was changed into a fubordinate Fiend, 
whofe Buiinefs was to range on Earth, aud deduce poor Mortals 
into that perfonated vicious Quality, which he occafionally fup- 
ported } as. Iniquity in general, Hypocrify^ Uf^ry^ yanity. Prodigality, 
. Gluttony, &c. Now as the Fiend, (or Vice,) who perfonated Ini- 
quity (or Hypocrify, for Inftance) could never hope to play his 
Came to the p-.irpore but by hiding his cloven Foot, and alFuming 
a Semblance quite difRrent from his real Character ; he muft cer- 
tainly put on a formal Demeanour, moraliitie, and prevaricate in hit 
Words, and pretend a Meaning diredly oppoAte to his genuine and 
frmitivt Intention. Jf this ^^ not explain the PaiTage in Queftion, 
'tis all that I can at prefent fuggeft upon it: Unlefs what Glower 
himfelf fays in the preceding Aft, may come in by way of Com- 
ment. 

And thus J clothe my naked Villainy 
fyuh old ifdd £nds, ftor« forth of My Writ ; . 
And feem a Saint, wbtn m(fl I play the Devil* , 

With \ 
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With what his valour did enrich his wit, 
' His wit fet down to make his valour live : 

Death makes no conqueil of this conqueror; 

For now he lives in fame, though not in life. 

Ill tell you what, my coufin Buckingham, 
Buck, What, my gracious Lord ? 
I Prince. An if I live until 1 be a matt, 
I ril win our ancient right in France again. 

Or die a foldier, as I liv'd a King. 

Glo, Short fummer lightly has a forward fpring« 

I Enter York, Haftings, and Archbijhop, 

Buck, Now in good time here comes the Duke of IVi. 
Prince, Richard oi Torky how fares our noble brother ? 
Tork. Well, my dread Lord, fo muft I call you now. 
Prince^ Ay, brother, to our erief, as it is yours ; 
Too late he dy'd that might have kept that title. 
Which by his death hath loft ijiuch Majefty. 
Glo, How fares our coufin, noble Lord of Tork F 
York, I thank you, gentle uncle. O my Lord, 
You faid, that idle weeds are faft in growth : 
The Prince my brother hath outgrown me far. 
Glo, He hath, my Lord. 
York. And therefore is he idle ? 
Glo, Oh, my fair coulin, I muft not fay fo. 
Xork, Then is he more beholden to you than I. 
Glo, ' He may command me as my Sovereign, 
JBut you have pow'r in me, as in a kinfman. 

York, I pray you, uncle, give me this your dagger. 
Glo, My dagger, little coufm ? with all my heart. 
Prince. A beggar, brother? 
York, Of my kind uncle, that I know will give ; 
^nd being a toy, it is no grief to %vit^ . 

Glo, A greater gift than that I'll give my coufin. 
York. A greater gift ? O, that's the fword to it. 
Glo, Ay, gentle coufin, were it light enough. 
York, 0,.then I fee, you'll part but with light ^ifts \ 
In weightier things you'll (ay a \>^^^^\> na^. 
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<?&. It is too weighty for your Grace to weara 

Tori, I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 

G/o. What, would you have my weapon, little Lord ? 

Tcri» I would, that I might thank you, as you call me. 

Glc. How? 

rori. Little. 

Prince, My Lord of Tori will ftill be crofs in talk ; 
Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him. 

Tori. You mean to bear me, not to bear with me i 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me : 
Becaufe that I am little like an ape. 
He thinks^ that you ihould bear me on your ihoulders. 

BucL With 'what a fharp-provided wit he reafons ! 
To mitigate the fcom he gives his uncle. 
He prettily and aptly taunts himfclf; 
So cunning, and fo young, is wonderful. 

Glo. My Lord, will't pleafe you pafs along t - 

Myfelf, and my good coufin Buckingham 
Will to your mother, to entreat of her r 

To meet you at the T^w^r, and welcome you. - 

TorL What, will you go unto theTrotw, -my Lotd^ 

Prince. My JLord Proteftor needs will haveitib. 

Tork. I fliall not fleep in quiet at the Tower^ 

Glo, JVhy , what fliould you fear ? 

Tork. Marry, my uncle Clarenc^ ^^^^VJ g^^ • l ** •' 
My grandam told me, he was jnurder'd thene. i . 

Prince, I fear no uncles dead. •* 

G/o. Nor none that live, I hope. . u: . / 

Prince. An if they live, I hope, I net d not^ar. S 

But come my Lord, and with a heavy heart, ' i 

Thinking on them, go I unto the Totjuier. j u ' ; .'. 

[Exeun/ Prince, York, Haftiogs tfsi^Dorferi,. 

, ' ... ; •. 
Manent Gloucefter, Buckingham ^m^ Cat^fby. ^ i - 

i. J 

Buck. Think you, my Lord, this little ^T^'iingXori 
Was not incenfed by his fubtle mother, :^ 

To taunt and fcorn you thus opprobrioufly t 
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G/9. No doubt, no doubt : oh| 'tis a perilous bofv 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable; 
He's all the mother's, from the top to toe. 

Buck, Well, let them reft : come, Catejly^ thou artfworn 
As deeply to efFeft what we intend. 
As clofely to conceal what we impart : 
Thou know'ft our reafons urg'd upon the way ; 
What think'ft thou ? is it not an eafy matter 
To make Lord William Haftings of our mind* 
For the inilalment of this noble Duke 
In the feat royal of this famous ifle ? 

'Catef, He for his father's fake fo loves the Prince, 
That he will not be won to aught againU: him. 

Buck, What think'ft thou then oi Stanley? will not he? 

Catef. He will do all in all as Haftings doth. 

Buck. Well then, no more than this : go, gentle Co/^^ 
And, as it were far off, found thou I^rd Haftings^ 
How he doth Hand affe^ed to our purpofe ; 
And fummon him to-morrow to the To^wir^ 
To fit abo«t the Coronation. 
If thott doft fiad him tractable to us. 
Encourage Urn* and tell him all our reafons : 
If he be leadent icy, cold, unwilling. 
Be thou fo too ; and fo break off the talk* 
AoA give as notiee of his inclination : 
For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 
Whcreia thyfelf (halt highly be employ *d. 

Gh. Commend me to Lord William ; tell him, Cmtifif^ 
His ancieiic knot of dangerous adverfaries 
To-matfcm are let blood at Pofi^et-ctiQlc ; 
And IxmI my friend, for joy of this good news, 
Qirt inifcefs Skfn one gentle kifs the more. 

Suck. Good Cat^^ eo, effed this bufinefs foondif. 

C^ef. My good I^rds both, withtU the heed I can. 

GUn Shall we Jit^r from you, Cattjhy^ ere we fleep f 

Cattf. Yoa flialL my Lord. 

Gh. Ac Cr^^jplace, there yoa ihall find u» both. 

Bwck. My Lord, wbat (haW yi^ Ao^ \S ^^ ^^x^^^* 
iMd dij^Jifft will not yield to mi cox&^W^^ ^ 
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. GU, Chap of his head, man ; fomewhat we will do ; 
And look, whea I am King, claim thoa of me 
The Earldom «f Hereford^ and the moveables 
Whereof the King, my brother, ftood poflcft. 

Buck, ril claim that promife at your Grace's hand. 
Glo, And look to- nave it yielded with all kindnefs. 
Come, let us fup betimes ; that, afterwards. 
We may digeft oar complots in fome form. \E9ceunt 

SCENE, hefore Lord Haftings'i Houfe. 

' Enter a Mejfenger to the door ^Haftings. 

'Mef.\ MY hordi, mv Lord, 

IVl Huj}. [Within,'] Who knocks? 
. Mef, One from Ix)rd Stanley, 

Haft, What is't o'clock-? 

Me/, Upon the flroke of four. 

Enter Lord Haflings. 

Haft, Cannot thy mailer fleep thefe tedious nights i 

M^J, So it appcari^, by what I have to fay : 
Firft, he commends him to your noble felf. 

Hrft. What then ? 

Mef, Then certifies your Lord(hip, that this night 
He dreamt, the boar had rafed off his helm : .- 

Befide?, he fays, there are two councils held; 
And that may be determined at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at-th* other. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lord (hip's pleafure, 
If you will prefently take horfe with him, 
And with all fpeed pod with him tow'rds the north y 
.To fhun the danger that his foul divines. 

Haft. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy Lcrd, 
Bid him not fear the feparated councils : 
His honour, and myfelf, are at the one ; 
And, iat the other, is my good friend Cattfiy ; 
"Where nothing can proceed, that toucheth us. 
Whereof I fhall not ha\e 'wA'AW^e-cvc^ \ 
Tell himp ki& feats arc Cavj^Wn, v^va\ut^^\\v^«;!c.^\ 
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And ibr his dreams, I wonder, he's (b'foni . 
To truft the mock'ry of unquiet il ambers. 
To fly the boar, before the boar purfues^ • ' 
Were to inoenfe the boar to follow us ; 
And make purfuit, where he did mean no chsSt^ 
Go, bid thy tn after rife and come to me. 
And we wiU both together to the TVmw, 
Where, he (hall fee, the boar will ufe us kindly. 
M^. I'll go, my Lord, and tell him what you fay. [Exrk 

Enter Catefby. 

Catc/, Many good-morrows to my noble Lord ! 

Ha^. Good-morrow, Catejhy, you are early ftirringt 
What news, what news, in this our tott'ring State ? 

Cafe/. It is a reeling world, indeed, my Lord ; 
And, I believe, will never fland upright. 
Till Ric/jar^' wear the garland of the realm. ; 

i?l7/!How ! wear the garland ? doft thou mean the crown*? 

Cr.t(/, Ay, my good Lord. 

HaJ^. I'll have this crown of mine cut from my 
flioulders. 
Before I'll fee the crown fo foul mifplac'd. 
But can ft thou guefs that he doth aim at it ? 

Caief, Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you forward 
Upon his party, for the gain thereof : . "^ 

And thereupon he fends you this good news. 
That this fame very day your enemies. 
The kindred of the Queen, muft die at Pom/ret* 
. Haji, Indeed, I am no mourner for that news, . 
BecaufiTthey have been ilill my adverfaries ; 
But that I'll give my voice on Richard* s fide> 
To bar my matter's heirs in true defcent, 
God knows, I will not do it, to the death, 
, Catef. God keep your Lordfhip in that gracious mind I 

Haft, But I (hall laugh at this a twelvemonth hence. 
That they, who brought mc in my mailer's hate, 
I live to look upon their tragedy. 
Well, Catejhy^ ere a fortnigVit xo&Wtw^ ^^Jv^'w^ 
Vll fend fame packing tkat ^tV^\;L\L xlcA. ^\3^^- ^ 
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Cat^, *Tit m vile thing to die, my gracious Lotd, 
When men are unprepar'd and look not for it. 

ftafi. O monftrous, monftrous ! and fo falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughani Gray ; and fo 'twill do 
With fome men clfe, who think themfelves as ^c 
As thou and I ; who, as thou know'ft, are dear 
To princely Richard and to Buckingham. 

Cote/, The Princes both make high account of you — 
for they account his head upon the bridge. [AfiJe, 

Haft, I know, they do ; and I have well deferv'd it. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Come on, come on, where is your boar-fpcar, man ? 
Fear you the boar, and go fo unprovided ? 

Statd. My Lord, good-morrow ; and, good-morrow, ! 
Cateshy ; 
You may jeft on, but, by -the holy rood, 
I do not like thefc feveral councils, I. 

Haft, My Lord, I hold my life as dear as you do yotirs. 
And never in my days, I do j}roteft, 
Was it fo precious to me as 'tis new ; 
Think you, but that I know our ftate fecure, 
I would be fo triumphant as I am ? 

5/<Mf/.ThcLords at Pom/ret, when they rode from LomiMt, 
Were jocund, and fup'pos'd their ftates were fare j 
And they, indeed, had no caufe to miflruft ; 
But yet, you fee, how foon the day o'er-caft. 
This fudden ftab of rancour I mifdoubt ; 
Pray God, I fay, I prove a needlefs coward 1 
What, fhall we tow'rd the Tonver ? the day is fpept. 

Hir/, Come,come,have with you : wot ye what,myLord? 
To-day the Lords, you talk of, are beheaded. 

^/^7«. They , for their truth,might better wear their heads. 
Than fome that have accus'd them, wear their hats. 
But come, my Lord, 'away. 

Euter a Pur/u/vafU. 

Ha/I. Go On before, V\\ u\k \\\xVv \.\v\^ ^c^cid fellow. 
[ETCiunt Lord ^X^twV^ aiid^^x^^>«. 
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Sirrah, how now ? how goes the world with thee ? 

Purf. The better, that your Lordfliifi pleafcto a^. 

Haft. 1 tell thee, man, 'tis better with me no^yJ 
Than when thou met'ft me laft where now we mccr; . 
Then I was going prifoner to the 9W^r, ..'^ 

By the fuggeftion of the Queen's allies. 
But now I tell thee, (keep it to thyfelf,) 
This day thofe enemies are put to degth; 
And I in better ftate, than e'er I was. 

Purf. God hold it to your honour's good content ! * 

Haft, Gramercy, fellow ; there, drink that for me. 

^. \Thr(yws him his pur/e. 

Purf* I thank your Honour. [;Sxit Pur/m^ant^ 

Enter a Prieft. 

Prieft, Well met, my Lord, I'm glad to fee your Honour. ^ 
. Haft, I thank thee, good Sir Johx, with all my heart; 
I*m in your debt for your la ft exercife : • • 

Come the next fabbath, and I will content you. 

[H£ ^hij/ters. 

Enter Buckingham. 

. . Buck, What, talking with a Prieft, Lord Chamberlain? 

Your friends at Pomfret they do need a Prieft, 

Your Honour hath no ftiriving work in hand. /^ 

H2ft. Good faith, and when I met this holy man. 
The men, you~talk of, came into my mind. * 
What, go you tow'rd the To<wer f 

Buck, I do, my Lord, but long I (hall not ftay : 
I ftiall return before your Lordftiip thence* 

Haft, Nav, like enough, for I ftay dinner there." 

Buck, Ana flipper too, dtho' thou know'ft it not. \^Afidi^ 
Come, will you go ? 

Haft, 1*11 wait upon your Lordftiip. [Exeunt. 
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- ■ SCENE changes to Pomfrct-C^A?. 

Sffter Sfr Richard RatcliiF, ijuith halkrdsy carrying L§rd 
Rivers, Z<?r«/ Richard Gray, and Sir Thomas Vaugha« 
to Death, • 

Hut.f^Omty luring forth th« nriibncrs. ' ^^ 

. v^ ^i*v. Sir Richard'RatcUffy let mf tell th«c lliis. 
To-day fhalt thou behold a fubjedi die 
For truth, for duty, and* for loyalty. 

Gray. God keep the Prince from all the pack of you, 
A knot you are of damned blood -fuckers. 

Faugh, You live, that ftiall cry woe for this hereafter* 

Rat, Difpatch ; the limit of your lives is out. 

Riv* O Bcmfrety^ Pomfret / O thou bloody pufQii> 
jPatal arid ominous to noble Peers ! 
Within the guilty clofurc of thy walb 
Richard the Second, here, was hack'd to death : 
And, for more ITander to thy difmal feat, 
We give to thee our guiltlefs blood to drink. 

Gray, Now, Marzyeth curie is fall'n upon our heads^ 
When fhe exclaim'd'on Hajiings, youj and I, 
For ftanding by when Richard ilabb'd her fon. 

Ri^v. Then curs'd fhe Richard, curs'd fhe Buckingham^. 
Then cursM fhe Hafiings. O remember, God \ 
To hear her prayer for them, as now for us : 
As for my fitter and her prinpely fons, 
3e fatisfy'd, dear God, with our true blood ; 
Which, as thou know'fl, unjuftly mufl be fpilt. 

Rat, Make hafle, the hour of death is now expirM- 

Ri<v. Come, Gray ; come, Vuughan ; let us all embrace j 
Fs^rewel, until we meet again in heav'o.. . {Exeunt^ 
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SCENE, The Tower. 

Backingjiam, Stanley, Haftings, Bijhopof^lyy Cat^fty, 
Lovcl, ^ith others, at a tabk^ 

Haft, XT OWj^ noble Peers, the caufc why we are ril^f * 
X^ Is to determine of the coronation : ' *-, 
In God's name fpeak, when is the royal day ? ** 

Buck, Are all things ready for that royal time ? " 

StanL They are, -and want but nominatioij; 

Ely, To-morrow then I judge a happy day. 

Buck, Who knows the Lord Prote6lor's mind herein ? . 
Who is molt inwajrd with the noble Dujce ? 

£/.YourGrace,we think,fhould foonefl know his mind. 

Buck, We know each other's faces ; for ocir hearts," " 
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours j 
Nor I of his, my Lord, than you of mine : 
Lord Haftings, you and he are near in love. 

Hafi, I thank his Grace, I know, he loves me well: 
But for his purpofe in the coronation, 
I have not founded him ; nor he delivered 
His gr^ious pUafure any way therein : 
But yOu, my noble Lord, may name the time, 
And in the Duke's behalf I'll give my voice. 
Which, I prcfume, he'll take in gentU part. 

Enter Gloucefter. 

Ely, In happy time here comes the Duke himfelf. 

Glo, My noble Lords and Couiiiis all, gpod-morsewjl 
I have been long a fleeper ; but, I truft. 
My abfence doth negleft no great dcfign, **"• 
Whicl\ by my prefence might have becu concluded. 

Buck* Had you not come upon your cue, my Lord>. ' 
William Lord Haftings had pronounc'4 your part j . ^ 
I mean, your voice for crowning of the Kipg. 

Glo^ Than my Lord Haftings no man might be bold^^ 
riis Lordihip knows me well, and loves me well. 
My Lord of -Ely, when I was laft in Hfilboum^ . , , ^ 
I fawgood ftrwbwie*.Vft -yovvx s.-ax^^ xisv^v* -.- :^ ^^ - 
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I ^ befeecK you, iend for fome of them. 

EJUf. lAsury, and will, my Lord, with all my heart. 

[Exit Ely. 
«-Gik Coo&n of Bmcikiiigbmmi a word with you^ 
Cmuiy hath (bunded Baftings in our bnfineft, 
Anolndt the tcftv gentleman fo hot, 
T^ he will loie hit head» ere give confent, 
HLi maAtr's ion, {u woribipfally he terms it, 
Shall .lo& the royalty oi England^ % throne. 

Buck. Withdraw yourfelf a while, Tl! go with yott. 

{Exeunt Glo. and Bnclc. 

^xon/. y^c have not yet fet down this day of triumph : 
To-morrow, in my judgment, is too fudden ; 
For I myfelf am not fo well provided, 
Af elfe I would be, were the day prolong'd. 

Re-tnter Bijbop tf Ely. 

Ehf. Where is my Lord the Duke of Gloucefter f 
I have fent for the(e ftrawberries. '• 

^0fi. His Grace look^ chearfuUy and finootkthia 
morning; 
There's fome conceit, or other, HJces him well, ' * ^ 
When that he bids good-morrow with fuch ipirit.c . • 
I think, there's ne'er a man in chriflendom '*• 

Can leiTer hide his love, or hate, than he ; ^ 

For by his face flrait ihall you know his heart. 

StanL What of his heart perceive you in liis face, ' 
By any likelihood he fhew'd to-day ? ' 

Haft. Miarry, that with no man here he is offended : ^ 
9or were he, he had (hewn it in his looks. ^ 

Eji-fmttr Gloucefter and Buckingham. t 

Gb. I pi-ay you all, tell me what th^ defervc. . 
That do confpire niy death with devilim plots 
Of damned witchcraft ; and that have prevuil'4 
Upon-aiy body with their hellifh charms. • ^ * ^ 

£^f. The tender love I bear your Or^ce,:my Lor4» 
Makes me moft forward in this princely prefence, ^ ,, 
'to doom th' oifcndeTS, v/Viofot'et iht'Y be ; 
ffuy, my L^rd, tliey b^vt dtfewt^^^^^- ^ 
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Glo, Then be your eyes the witnefs of their evil ; 
Look, how I am bewitch'd ; behold, mint arm • 
Is, like a blaftcd faplitig, withered up : 
And this is Edward's wife, that aibnftroJs witck,' - - 
Conforted with that haiioty ftrota^t'^i&»r^, ' ''-'^ 
That by their witchcraft <^«i' have iiarkdd toe.- *» * 
Haft, If they have 4on« this^«d> my 'Boble'D^ffl^- 
Glo. in thou Proteaorbif this -daiftaediWuiAifct; 
Talk'ft thou tome of Ifs ^ thdtt ^ * traitor— —*^- 

Off with his head- now,' by St.\P«i/ 1 fweary- 

I will not dine until I fee the fame. 

Lo<velf and Co/^^—— look, that it be done : (8) 

The reft, that love me, rife and follow me^. [Exeunt. 

Manent Lovel aWCatelby, 'with the Lord Ji9&ing9^,\ 

Haft, Woe, woe, fqr Enghnd^ not a whit for me i 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this : 
Stanley did dreatn, the boar did rafe our helms ; ^ . 
But I did fcorn it, and difdain to fly : , ' \ , ' . 
:!rhrce times to-day- my foot-clo^ horie did ftuxniUe> 
And darted when he look'd upon the Tonjoer\ 
As loth to bear me to the flaughtcr-houfe, 
O9 now I need the prieft thatipake to me: 
I now repent, I told the purfuivant, 
As too triumphing, how mine enemies 
To-day at Fomfret bloodily were butchered. 
And I myfelf i'ecure in grace and favour. 
Oh, Mar £ ret y Marg*reti now thy heavy curfe 
Is lighted on poor Haftiiig^ wretched head, '" ' . 

( 8 ) Lovd and RatclIflT, kolt. that it be Jone.'\ There arc two thingi 
to be cbfrrved, which will warrant rhe Variation f ftaiVe made upon 
this Pafliige. The Scene is here in the,To<Ktfr* ^1^^ ^ffi"g} 
was rot oflTon that very day, whep R'wers, Grcpf and yau^HaH fuf^ 
fered at Pom/irttt How then could Rdtdif at tha faioie inflalit 6e 
both in Turk/hire and the Tower f In the rery-'Siceivi ^fccctfin^ this, 
we find him condvttng thofe Gentlemen to Che Bkicku ^ifc Players 
inlbeir^ition firft made the Blu;ider, as to Rmtiff ^nim% i<ord 
*^fjttffif\o Death : for, in the old Quarto, we fini it rightly ; ■■;' ^ .>- 
Exeunt i'Mana Cateiby loitb Hafti'ngs. X^ in the. next Sqeaa^ 
before the Towtt^Walln we find Lo-uel itv^ Catcjbj vi"^\<ftc «rKs^ 
C*r£KcuD'o0>.|lriii^g^lh^'l|ka4of Ikftittn/* »..*^ - 
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Catf/l Come, come, difpatch ; the Duke would Be 
at dinner. 
Make a fhort fhrift, he lon^s to fee your head. 

Hafi. O momentary grace of mortal men. 
Which we more hunt for than the Grace of Gcd t 
Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks, 
Liv^s like a drunken failor on a mail. 
Ready with every nod to tumble down 
Into the fktal bowels of the deep. 

Lo^. Come, come, difpatch ; 'tis bootlefs to exclakiu 

Ha/I, Oh, bloody Richard! miferable England! 
I prophefy the fcarful'ft time to thee. 
That ever wmtched age hath look'd upon. 
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head : 
They foiile at me, who fhortly fhall be dead. \Exeunt, 

SCENE changes to the Tovrtr-wcdls. 

En'cr Gloucefter and Buckingham in rufty armour, tnar^ 

'uellous ill^fa^Qur^ d, 
C/?./^Chne, Cotifin, canft thou quake and change 

V^* thy colour. 
Murder thy' breath in middle of a word, " ^ 

And then again begin, and flop again, ' ^ 

As if thou wert diftraught; and mad with terror ? 

Buck, Tut, I can counterfeit the deep Tragedian^ 
Speak, and lool^ back, and pry on every fide : ^ 

I'remblc^rid ftart at wagging of a ftraw. 
Intending deep fufpicion : ghaftly looks 
Arc at my fervice, like enforced fmiles ; 
And both ace ready in their Offices, . . ' ., 

At any time to grace my ftratagems. 

Glo, Here comes the Mayor, 

Buck, Let me alone to entertain him. Lord Mayor,, — 

Enter the tord Major attended. 

€lo. Look to the draw-bridge there. 
i?*r>. Hark, a drum ! • 

CVp.' iJateJlyy overlook the waWs, _ '^^ - 

J^ycL lx)rd Mayor, the rcafotivjt\i^Ntfes^x---^:--i-^ 
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GJo, Look back, defend the«, h^e are enemies. 
Buck, God and our innocence defend and guard as ! 

Enter Lovel and Catefby i\jith Raftings' bead. 

Glo. Be patient ihey are friends ; Catejhy and Lo%^el^ 

Lo'v, Here is the head of that ignoble traitor,. 
The dangerous and unfufpeded Hnftings. 

Glo, So dear I lov'd the man, that I muft weep : 
I took him for the plaineft, harmlefs creature. 
That breath'd upon the earth a chriftian : 
Made him my book, wherein my foul recorded 
The hiftory of all her fecret thoughts ; 
So fmoothhe daub'd his vice with fhew of virtue. 
That (his apparent open, guilt omitted, 
I mean, his. converfation with Shore's wife)' 
He liv'd from all attainder of fufpedl. 

^//fi.Well, well, he was the covert'ft fhelter'd traitor— • 
Would you imagine, or almoil believe, 
(Were't not, that by great prefervatio^ 
We live to tell it) that the fubtle trailbr 
This day had plotted, in the Council-houfe, 
To murder me and my good Lord of Glo^fler ? 

Mayor, What ? had he fo ? ^ 

Glo. What! think you, we are Turks or Infidels ? 
Or that we would, againft the form of law. 
Proceed thus rafhly to the villain's death ; 
But that the extreme peril of the cafe. 
The peace of England^ and our Perfon's fafety, 
Enforc'd us to this execution ? 

Mayor, Now, fair befall you ! he deferv'd his death.j 
And your good Graces both have well proceeded,. 
To warn falfe traitors from the like attempts. 
I never look'd for better at his hands. 
After he once fell in with miftrefs Shore, 

Buck, Yet had not we determined he ihould die^ 
Until your Lordihip came to fee his end ; 
Which now the loving hafte of theie our friends. 
Something againft our meaning, hath prevented ; 
Becaufe, my Lord, we would have had yQ^ lv^^x<i. 
The tidiXQx if^eakj and tWiow^y g^YkW^ ,^^,^ 
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The maiiticr and the pnrpofe of his treafons : 
Thar yoo mi^t well have fignify'd the fiuM 
Unto the Ciuzens, who, haply, may 
Mifconftroe at in him* and wail his death < 

May, But,my good Lord, voOTgrace's word ihall ferve. 
As well as I had feen and heard him fpeak : 
And do not doubt, ri^ht-noble Princes both, 
But ni acquaint our duteous citizens, 
With all your juft proceedings in this cafe. 

Glo. And to that end we wiihM your Lordihip here, 
T'avoid the cenfurcs of the carping world. 

Buck. But fmce you come too late of our intent^ 
Yet witnefs, what, you hear, we did intend : 
And To, my good Lord Mayor, we bid ^rewd. 

\Exu Maj^. 
Glo, Go after, after, Coufin Buckingham, 
The Mayor toward Guild'hall hies him in all ^a& i 
There, at your meetell 'vantage of the time. 
Infer the baftardy of Edward*.^ children 5 
Tell them, how Ed^ward put to death a Citizen, 
Only for faying, he would make his fon 
Heir to the Crown ; meaning, indeed, his houfe^ \ 
Which by the fign thereof was termed fo. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury. 
And beftial appetite in change of luft. 
Which ftretch*d unto their fervants, daughters, wiresy 
Ev'n where his ranging eye, or favage heart. 
Without eontroll, lufted to make a prey. 
Nay, for a need, thus far come near my perfbn : 
Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that infatiate Ed'v^ard, noble Tcrk 
My Princely father then had wars in France ^ 
And, by juft computation of the time, 
Found that the Iflue was not his begot : 
Which well appeared in his lineaments, 
Being nothing like the noble Duke my father : 
Yet touch this fparingly, as 'twere far off, 
Becaufe, my Lord, you know, miy mother lives. 
-^W. Doubt not, my Lord, Til play the orator 
Am if the golden fee, iOr wYik\i 1 ^\^^^> 
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Were for myfelf ; and fo my hordyviiikix. . 

Glo. If you thrive well, bring ibtOJjto A^jMM»r</'scaftte, 
Where you (hall find me .well acc^mpftnied 
With reverend futhers and weH-Iwii<ieil biihop*, . 

Buck. I go, andttoward3-thre^JPi5:fotir o'clock 
Look for the ne .vte that the GuHd-^M afibrds. 

:: .1',.^: ;: . . [i'-jr/zBack. 

(?/«. Go, Lo'velf with all fpeed to jDoAor ^i&^iw. 
Go thou to Friar P€uker% hid them both 
Meet me within this^Hour at Baym^^s caftle. 

• ^Exeunt Lovel /iW C^t^fby Jhreral^. 
Now will I go jto take fome privy order 
To draw tkc brits of Clarence out of fight ; 
And to give otdcr, that no fort of perfon 
Have, any JUme, rccourfe tmto the Princes.* [Exit^ 

Enter a Scrvvener. 

Scri*u. Here isth* Indiftment of the cood Lord Haftingt. 
Which in a fet hand fairly is engrofs'd ; 
That it may be to-day read o'er in Pauls. 
And, mark, how well the fcquel hangs together: 
Eleven hours I'v€ fpent to write it over. 
For yefternight by Catejhy was it fent me : 
The precedent was full as long a doing. 
And yet within thefe five hours Haftings liv*d 
Untainted, unexamined, U^t at liberty. 

Here's a good world the while; who is fo grofs. 

That cannot fee this palpable device ? 
Yet who fo bold, but fays, he fees it not? 
Bad is the world ; and all will come to nought. 
When fuch ill-dealings maft be feon in thought. \JLxii* 
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SCENE changes to Baynard'j CaJiU. 

Enter Gloucefler and Buckingham, at federal doors, 
GIo. T T O W now, how now, what fay the citizens ? 
X. X ^«f^» New by the holy Mother of our Lord» 
The citizens are mum, fay not a word. 

€Io. Touch'd you the baftardy ofEdnvarcTs childrenr? 

Buck. I did, with his contraft with lady Lucy^ 
And his contraft by Deputy in France ; 
Th' unfatiate greedinefs of his defires. 
And his enforcement of the city-wives ; 
His tyranny for trifles : his own baftardy. 
As being got, your father then in France^ 
And his refemblance, being not like the Duke. 
Withal, I did infer your lineaments. 
Being the right idea of your father. 
Both in your form and noblenefs of mind : 
Laid open all your viftories in Scotland; 
Your difcipline in war, wifdom in peace. 
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility : • 

Indeed, left nciiiing fitting for the purpofe , 

Untouched, or ffightly handled in difcourfe,^ 
And when my oratory grew tow'rd end, 
I bid them, that did love their country's good,. 
Cry, God fave Ricbard^England^s royal King ! 

GIo, And did they fo ? 

Buck, No, fo God help me, they fpakenot a word j 
But like dumb ftatues, or unbreathing ftooes, 
StarM each on other, and look'd deadly pale : 
Which when I faw, I reprehended them ; 
And afk'd the Mayor, what meant this wilful filence I 
iiis anfwer was, the people were not us'd 
To be fpoke to, except by the Recorder. 
Then he wa* urg'd tojtell my tale again: 
Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr'd. 
But nothing fpoke in warrant from himfelf. 
When he had done, fome followers of mine own. 
At lowei^ end o'th' Hall, hurl'd up their caps. 
And fome ten voices cry'd, God {^\^\.Ari^'RicV>aYdt 
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And thus I took the vantage of thofe few : 
Thanks, gentle citizeni and friends, quoth I, 
This general applaufe and chearful (hout 
Argues your wifdona, and your love to Richard. 
And even here brake off, and came away. 

Glo. What tonguelefs blocks were they, would they 
not fpcak ? 
Will not the Mayor then and his brethren come ? 

Buck, The Mayor is here at hand ; intend fome fear %. 
Be not you fpoke with, but by mighty fuit ; 
And look you get a prayer-book in your hand. 
And ftand between two Churchmen, good my Lord f 
For on that ground Til build a holy defcant : 
And be not cafily won to our requefts : 
Play the maid's part, ftill anfwer, nay^ and take it. 

Glo, I go : and if you plead as well for them. 
As I can fay, nay to thee, for myfelf ; 
No doubt, vve*il bring it to a' happy ifluc. {Exit GIo. 

BucJt Go, go up to the leads, the Lord Mayor knocks* 

Enter Lord Mayor y. and Citixem^ 

Welcome, my Lord. I dance attendance here ; 
1 think, the Duke will not be fpoke withal. 

.£«^^rCatefl>y* 

Buck, Catejby, what fays your Lord to my requeft ? 

Catef, He doth intreat your Grace, my noble Loill, 
To vifit him to-morrow, or next day ; 
He is within, with two right-reverend fathers. 
Divinely bent to meditation ?' 
And in no ivortdly fuits Would he he movVi, 
To draw him from his holy «xercife. 

Buck, Return, good Catefiyy to the gracious Dske;^ 
Tell him, myfelf, the Mayor and Aldermen, 
In deep defigns, in matter of great mopient. 
No lefs importing than our gen'ral Good, 
Are come to have fome conference with his Grace. 

Catef, ril ftgnify fo «»ych unto him ftrait. {Exit, 

Buck, Ah, ah ! my Lordi this Prince U ll0^^xw EdnMordL-v 
H€ is not lolling on a IcNi/d \ayt-\>t^, _^ 
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Bat on his kneiral ntditation.^' ' ' 

Not dallyine witklaUiceoftCwteiaHtj 
But mtdkJupgywxikf two deed dkiaW: 
NoiifiaipQi^trto cfighMtt itis-^iftte bodv; « 
But praying, :>ln cnnehr^av»Uil«l''nilil. 
Happy vfuo&glmuif'JWftalAtliii vikupus Prince 
Take on kis^Gracertho S<it'reignty> thereof ; 
But, f\fr94 J fear, we iha&nor «ri»;liim to it. 
* «. Mi^iitTi fttery^Godihieid, hkgnet ihould fays at, iM^/ 
Buck. I fear, he will ; here Cate/ly comes again. 

' ■ Ekfer C^zietbyi' 

CateAy, what fays his Grace?. . 

Catt/. He wonders to what end you have afleaiided 
Such troops of Citizens to come to him, 
His Grace not being warn'd thereof before : 
He fears, ray Lord, you mean no good to him. 

Buck, Sorry I am» my noble Couiin ihoul^ 
dufpedt me, that 1 mean no jgood to him : . . 9 
By heav'uj we come to him in perfeA love, . .- "' 
And fo once more return, and tell his Grac^. 1 3 >aT 

When holy and devout religious men ~ i=-i 

Are at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thence^ i\ 
So fweet is zealous Contemplation. 

K 

Enter Gloucefter al&ve, hetijicen tivo Bijhops. CsLtdbf 

returns, ,• \ 

- . -V 

M^.See, where his grace Hands 'tween twoclei^gymeft* 
Buck, Two props of Virtue, for a Chriftian Princ^ ' 
To flay him from the fall of Vanity : ' 

And fee, a book of prayer in his hand. 
True ornament to know a holy man. 
Famous Plantagenet ! moil gracious Prince, 
Lend favourable car to our requells ; 
And pardon us the interruption 

Of thy devotion and right-chriflian zeal. ' 4 

GIo, My Lord, there needs no fuch a^olo^y ; 
/ do bcfeech your Grace Xo pariou itifc* 
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Who, earneft in the iervice ofmty God, 

Deferred the viitttioa of my Inends : 

But, leaving tliii^ what it your Gncc't pletlUe ? 

Buck. Ev'n that, I hope, Whkh p!eafeAOddaL>ii> 
And all good men of this aacoireni'd ifle. 

GIo. I do rufpeA, I have dime ibme a^kmce. 
That feems difgraciotts in the city'i eye; 
And that yon come to reprehend my ignonittae. 

Buck. You have» my Lord ; would it might pkife yovr 
Grace, 
On our entreaties, lo amend yoar fault. 

GIo, Elfe wherefore breathe I in a chriftian land f* 

Buck, Know then, it is your fault that yon refigft 
The fupre^m feat, die throne maieftical. 
The fcepter'd ofEce of your anceftors, 
Your flate o£ fortune, and your due of birth^ 
The lineal glory of vour royal houfe. 
To the corruption of a blemilh'd flock: 
While in the mildnefs of your fleepy thoughts. 
Which here we waken to our country's good. 
The noble ifle doth want her proper limbs : 
Her face dcfacM with' fears of infamy, 
Her royal dock graft with ignoble plants, 
And almoft (houlder'd in the fwallowing gulph 
Of dark forgetfulnefs, and deep oblivion : 
Which to re-cure, we heartily folicit 
Your graciour felf to take on you the charge 
And kingly government of this your land : 
Not as Proteftor; fteward, fubftitute. 
Or lowly fador for another's gain ; 

)Bttt as fucceffively, from blood to blood. 
Your right of birdi, your cmpery, your own. 
For this, conforted with the citizens. 
Your very worfhipful and loving friends. 
And by their vehement infligation. 
In this juft fuit come I to move your Grace. 

G/o. I cannot tell, if to depart in filence. 
Or bitterly to ^ak in your reproof, 
Beft iitteth mv degree, or your coivd\^aie!tt« 
For not to an/wcr, you imgVit, Yiu^Vf % ^^x^K''» ,^^^ 
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Tongue-ty'd ainbition, not replying, yietdcd 

To bear the goldeii yoke of foy'^eignty,. 

V/hiQh ^9H^j y^H would here i^ppofe .on* mc. 

I£ to rejrore ^ou for thiy (iiirt of y<)ur6. 

So iearon^cTwith your faithfsl love to me, 

Then, en the other fide, I check*d my frienda. 

Therefore to ft)eak, and t^ avoid the firft. 

And then, in lipeakinjg^,, not -incujr<th& h&^ 

O^finitij^ely jytios I anfwer you. 

Your love d'^enes my thanks ; but my defert, 

Unmeritable, fhuns your high recj^cfl. 

Firft, if all obftacles were cut away. 

And (hat my p;Lth were even to the crovm. 

As the ripe revenue and due of birth; 

Yet fo much is my poverty of fpirit. 

So mighty and fo many my defers. 

That I would rather hide me from my greatnefs* 

Being a bark to brook no mightv fea ;. 

Than in my greatneiis covet to be hid. 

And in the vapour of my glory fmother'd. 

But, God be thank'd, there is no need of me, 

And much I need to help you, werg there need;: -. 

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit. 

Which, .mellow'd by the Healing hours of time^ ". 

Will well become the feat of Majefty ; 

And make us, doubtlefs happy by his reign. 

On him I lay what you would lay on me, 

The right and fortune of his happy ftars; 

Which, God defend, that I (hould wring from himi t 

Buck, My Lord, this argues con fcience in your' Grace'. 
But the refpefts thereof are nice and trivial. 
All circumdances well coniidered. 
You fay, that Eduuard is your brother's fon-j 
So fay we too, but not by EdnAiar^s wife : 
For firft was he contra^ to lady Lucy^ 
Your mother lives a witnefs to that vow; 
And afterward by fubftitute betroth'd 
To Bonay filler to the King of Frana. 
Thefe both put off, a poor pttvtvoTvw, 
A, CMTc-crsa'd mother of a maxv^ Om^^xwi* 
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A bcauty-waiixing» and d^ftrefled wi^w^ * *' . 

Ev'n in the afternoon of her bed <feys, -^ 

Made prize and purchafe of his wanton eye ; 

^educ'd the pitcil and height of all hi^ thoughts 

To bafe declenfion and loath'd bigamy. 

By her, i« his onkwfnl bed, he got | 

This Edioard, whom our manners call the Prince* 

More bitterly conkl- 1 expoftulate. 

Save that, for reverence of fame alive, ■ . ', ' 

I give afparing fimit to my tongue. 

Then, good my Lord, take to your royal feff ''^ 

This proffer'd benefit of dignity ; 

If not to blefs us and the land withal, '■ 

Yet to draw forth your noble anceftry 

From the corruption of abufing time, ^ . '• 

tJnto- ar lineal, true-derived courfe. •* 

Mayor, Do, good my Lord, your citizens mtreat you* 

Buck, Refufe not, mighty Lord ^ this profFcrM love; 

Cat/, Q make them joyfiil, grant their lawful fuit*. 

Glo, Alas, why would you heap thefe cares on mc ? 
I am unfit for ftate and Majefty. 
I do bcfeech you, take it not amifs : 
I^cannotj nor I will not yield to you^* 

Buck, If you rcfnfe it, as, in love and zeal. 
Loth to depofe the child, your brother's fon, 
f As well we know your tendemrefs of heart. 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorfe, 
Which we have noted in you to your kindred. 
And equally, indeed, to all eftates) 
Yet know, whe'er you accept our fuit or no, 
• Your brother's fon fhall never reign our King; 
But we will plant fome other in the throne. 
To the difgrace and downfall of your houfe : 
And in this refolution here we leave you. 
Come, citizens, we will intreat no more. [Exeunt, 

Catef, Call them again, fweet Prince, accept*their fuit j 
If you deny them, all the land will rue it. 

Glo, Will you inforce me to a world of cares? 
Call them again ; I am uot mad^ ol^o^t> \^5cit^^'^^^"^ -^ 
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Bot penetrable to your kind entreaties ; 
Albeit againft my confcience and my foul. 

Re-ittter Buckingham, anJ the reft. 

Coufin of Buciittgbamf and fage, grave men. 
Since yon will buckle fortune on my back 
To bear her burden, whether I will or no, 
I muft haye patience to endure the load. 
But if black fcandal, or foul-fac'd reproach, 
ilttend the feqtiel of your impo/ition, 
Yoror mere enforcement fhall acquittance me 
From all th^ impure blots and ftains thereof. 
For God doth know, and yon may partly fee. 
How far I am from the defire of this. 

Mia/or» God blefs your Grace ! we fee it, and will faj if. 

GU. In faying fo, you fhall but fay the truth. 

£uci. Then I falute you with this royal title, 
Lone live King Richard, EnglajuTs worthy King! 

Ju, Amen. 

Buck, To-morrow may it pleafe you to be crownM ? 

Glo, Ev'n when you pleafe,. for you will have it fo. 

Buck* To-morrow then we will attend your Grace, 
And fo moft joyfully we take our leave. 

GIo. Come, let us to our holy work again. 
Farewel, my coufin; farewel, gentle friends^ [Exeuta. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE, hefort the Tower. ■ 

Enter the ^ueen^ Dutcbefs of York, and Afarguis ^ 
Dorfet, at one Door ; Anne, Dutthefs 0/^GlouQefleiv 
leaSng Lady Margaret PlanUgenet, Claiencev# 
yotmg Daughter y at the other. v »!- 

D u t c h e s s. 

WHO meets us here ? mv Niece Plantagenet^ ^*^ 
Led in the hand of her kind Aunt of.GJoyfer^ (9) 
Now, for my life fhe's wandring to the Towers 
On pure heart's love, to greet the tendct Princes. 
Daughter, well met. ^ 

J?ine, God give your Graces both 
A hap py and a joyful time of day. 

^fft. Sifter, well met; whither a\\ray fo faft? 

Jnne, No farther than the Ttnver ; and as I gnefs, ' 
Upon the like devotion as yourfelves. 
To gratulatc the gentle Princes there. 

^en. Kind iifter, thanks ; we'll enter all together. 

Enter the Lieutenant* 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 
A4after Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave. 
How doth the Prince, and my young fon of Tork f 
Lieu. Right well, dear.Madam ; by your patience, 

(9 • JVIa meets us here f my Niece Plantagener, 
J^d in the Hand of ber kind Anne of Clo'fter?] Here 15 a manifeft 
Iniimation, that the Dotcbeft of Glofier leads in fomebody io her 
hand \ but there is no Pire^ion, or entrance marlcM in any of the 
Copiesi from which we can learn who it is. I have ventiirM to 
guefs, it muft be CIareHce*6 young Daughter. Tht ^A^ \iv^O^R.^\ <A 
7V>caJJ5 herj^/ve, i. e. Qrand^dau^Vites *^ *& Q\^xA.Oft:^^t«^ 'w^ 
fireauen dy call *4 N^exot* 
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I may not fufFer you to vifit them ; 

The King hath ftridly chajg'd the contrary. " * 

'^en. The King ? who's that ? 

Lieu, I mean, lae Loi:d,Prote6lor. 

^een. The Lord protefl him from that kingly title ! 
Hath he fet bounds between their love and me ?. 
I am their mother, who (hall bar me from them ? 

Dutch, I am their father's mother. I will fee them* 

Anne, Their aunt I am in law, in love their mother r 
* Then bring me to their fights, I'll bear thy blame. 
And, take thy office from thee on my peril. 

Ltcu, No, madam, no, I may not leave it fo: • 
I'm bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. 

[Exit Lieutenants 

£jtter Stanley. 

5^«/. Let me but meet you, Ladies, onehotrr hence« 
And ril^faulte your Grace of TlorA as mother 
Andrev'rend looker on of two fair Queens. 
Come, Madam, you muft £hrait to Wejtminftcr^ 
There to be crowned Richard^ % royal Queen. 

^ueen. Ah, cut my lace ?ifunder> 
That my pent heart may have fome fcope to beat, * 
Or elfe I 1a con with this dead killing news! 
. j^nne, Defpightful tidings, O unplcafing news ! 

Dor, Be of good chear : mother how fares your Grace ! 

^ueen, O Dorfety fpeak not to me, get thee hence. 
Death and' deftruftion dog thee at thy heels, * 

Thy mother's name is ominous to children. ■ » 

If "thou wilt outflrip death, go crofs the feas ; 
And live with Richmond^ from the reach of hell. 
Go, hye thee, hye thee from this flaughter-houfe. 
Left thou increafe the ntimber of the dead ; 
And make me die the thrall of Mar^retS curfe ; 
Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted Queen. 

Stanl, Full of wife care is this your counfel. Madam ; 
Take ail the fwift advantage of the time ; 
You (hskll have letters from me Vo xci>j ^c^xw 
la ypixr behalf, to meet. ^o\x oxitYte v*vj\ 
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Bt not ta'en tardy by unwife dojajr. 

D«/rj&. O Ill-difperfing wind of liiiftry f . * 
O my accurfed womb, the bed of death ! ' 
A cockatrice haft thou hatch'd' to the world, 
Whofe unavoided eye is murderous. .. . ^ 

StanL Come, Madam, come, I in all hiafte was ftilt.' 

jifme. And I with all unwillingnefs will go. 
O, 'would to God, that the incTu five verge 
Of golden metal, that muft round my brow. 
Were red-hot fteel, to fear me to the brain ! 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom. 
And die, ere men can fay, God fave the Queen ! 

^ceft. Go, go, poor foul, I envy not thy glory ; 
To feed my humour, wifh thyfelf no harm. 

Jnne. No ! why ? — When he, that is my hulband now^ 
Came to me, as 1 follow'd Henry* s coarfe ; 
When fcarce the blood was well walh'd from his hands. 
Which ilfii'd from my other angel hulband. 
And that dear fcirit, which then I weeping follow'd 2 
O when, I fay, I look'd on Richer d*^ face. 
This was my wiih^ " Be thou, quoth I, accurs'd; 
** For makin^:^- me, fo young, fo old a widow ! 
" And when thou wed'ft, let forrow haunt thy bed; 
" And be thy wife, if any be fo mad, 
" More miferable by the life of thee, 
.** Than thou haft made me, by my dear Lord*s death !'* 
Lo, ere I can repeat this curfe again. 
Within fo fmall a time, my woman's heart 
Grofsly grew cap tire to his honey words. 
And prov'd the fubjeft of mine own foul's curfe : 
Which ever fince hath held mine eyes from reft. 
For never yet one hour in his bed 
I>id 1 enjoy the golden dew of fleep, • 
But with his tim'rous dreams was ftill awak'd. 
Befide, he hates me for my father TFar'wick ; 
And will, no doubt, (hortly be rid of me. 

^een. Poor heart, adieu, I pity thy complaining. - 
Jnne, No more than with my foul I moxsiXTw fo\ >|^>iSL^ 
J?fir^ Fsurcwel, thou woJul wdComsx ol ^^"i^ 
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Amu. Aiku^ poor Mk that tak'ft thy leave of it I 
D«lo^. Go tkm^ to Xii ht m rnJ ^ and good fortune guide 
Ikecl [r^Dorfet. 

Go thou to ttkhmd^ and good angels tend thee ! 

[7*0 Anne. 

Go thou to fimAuaiy, good thoughts poiTefs thee ! 

[To the ^een. 

1 to my grave, where peace and reft lie with me ! 

Eighty oSd years of forrow have I feen. 

And each hour's joy wreck'd with a week of teen. 
^ueen. Stay ; yet look back, with me, unto the Toomt. 

Pity, you ancient flones, thofe tender babes. 

Whom envy hath immur'd within your walls ! 

Rough cradle for fuch little prettv ones ! 

Rude ragged nurfe ! old fullen play-fellow. 

For tender Princes ; ufe my babies well ! 

So fooliHi forrow bids your ftones farewel. \Exiu$d* 

SCENE changes to the Court. 

Tlourijh of trumpets* Enter Gloucefter eis Kimg^ Buck- 
ingham, Catefby. 

K.^/V>^.QTand all apart — coufin of Buckingham^* 
O Buck. My gracious Sovereign ! 

K. 'kick. Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy advice. 
And thy afliflance, is King Richard feated : 
But fhall we wear thefe glories for a day ? 
Or ihall they laft, and we rejoice in them ? 

Buck* StiU live they, and for ever let them laft ! 

K. Rich, Ah, Buckingham y now do I play the toach. 
To try if thou be current gold« indeea : (lo) 
Young Edward lives— -think now, what I would ipeak. 

Buck. 

(lo) Ab! Buckingham, mw it ^pW '^ Tmcb,"} Mr. Witriur* 
ton thioks, the technical Term is aMolutely rc^oifits hextciy andtkat 
thfPoct wrote; 

*-Nnv do I'ply tbeToiicb* 

i. «. Mpply the Tcuch/icnet Tot that m mtuvA Vj >iiV^\ft ^iKA*t«k^« 
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JSucM. Say on, my loving Ub§d\, "rfSfO^ ,u^bh -jtieV 

Buck, Why, fo you are, my thrice-rcnb*»ritd Liege. 

K. RicJ!;. Ha ! am I King ? 'tis fo*-ftatJ'i^4)'</dtvfes-»T 

Buck. True, noble Prince. 

K. Rifiin O bitter confequcnce \ u'^ :■ 

That EdiAjard flill (hould live true, nobk Prince, 

Coufin, thou wert not wont to be fo dull. 

Shall I be plain ? I wilh the baftards dead j ' « 

And I would have it fuddenly perform'd. 

What iay'ft thou now ? fpeak fuddenly, be brief. 

Buck. Your Grace may do your pleafure. 

K. Rich.TvLty tut, thou art all ice, thy kindnefs freezes ; 
Say, have I thy confent that they fhall die ? 

Buck. Give me fome breath, fome little paufe, dear lord. 
Before I pofitively fpeak in this : 
I will Tefolve your Grace immediately. [Exit Buck* 

Catef. The King is angry ; fee, he gnaws his lip. 

K.Ric/j. 1 will converfe with iron-witted fools. 
And unrefpedlive boys ; none are for me. 
That look into ;ne with coniid'rate eyes. 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumfpeft. 
Boy, 

Page. My Lord. 

K. iJ/V/^.Know'ilthou not any, whom corrupting gol4 
Would tempt unto a clofe exploit of death ? 

Page. I know a difcontented Gentleman, 
Whofe humble means match nQt his haughty fpirit : 
Gold were as good as twenty orators. 
And will no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 

K. Rich. What is his name ? . ^ 

Page, His name, my Lord> is Tirrei, 

K. Rick. I partly know th^ man ; go c^l him hither. 

{ExitBoj. 
^he deep-revolving witty Buckingham 
• I -. 

S6, :i%ztni*\nfifnon<itAtbem, fpeaking of Gold, he fays ^ 

— Oy tbtu Touch «f Kean\l 

i,^. thou.TruL Touchftoi^c. ^- 
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No more (hall be the neighbour to my coonfelf, 
tiath he fo long held out with me unurMy 
And flops he now for breath f well, be it fo. 

Enter Stanley. 

How now. Lord Staniey, what's the news I 

Stan. My Lord, 
The Marquis Dwrfet^ as I hear, is fled 
To Richmond^ in the parts where he abides. 

K, Ricif. Come hither, Cate/by, rumour it abroad^ 
That Anne my wife is fick, and like to die. 
I will take order for her keeping clofe. 
Inquire me out fome mean-born gentleman. 
Whom I will marry ftrait to Clarence^ daughter.—— 
(The boy is foolilh, and I fear not him.) 
Look, how thou dream'il— •! fay again, give out, 
TJiat Anne my Queen is fick, and like to die. 
About it ; for it ftands me much upon 
To flop all hopes, whofe growth may damage me, 
I muil be married to my brother's daughter. 
Or elfe my kingdom Hands on brittle giafs : 
Murder her brothers and then marry her ! 
Uncertain way of gain ! but I am in 
So far in blood, that fin will pluck on fin. 
Tear-falling pit).' dwells not in this eye. 

Enter Tirrel. 

Is thy name Tirrel? 

Tir, James Tirrel, and your roofl obedient fubjefl. 

K. Rich. Art thou, indeed ? [He takes him afide* 

Tir. Prove me, my gracious Lord. 

K. Ri(h. Dar'ft thou refolve to kill a friend of mine? 

Tir, Pleafe you, I'd rather kill two enemies. 

K. Rich, Why, then thou haft it; two deep enemies, 
Foes to my refl, and my fweet fleep's diflurbers^' 
Are they, that I would have thee deal upon ; 
Tj'rreJ, i mean thofeba^siidski^^Tvuwr, 
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7/r. Let me have open means to ccrnie to theihy 

nd foon I'll rid you from the fear of them. 

K. RicJl;. Thou iing'ft fweet mu£ck. Haxk, come 

t^er, Tirreli 

£>, by thb token— ^ife, and lend thine ear — [Whi/pers. 

here is no more bat fo fay, it is done> 

id I will love thee and prefer thee for it. 

Tin I will difpatch it ftrait. [Exit. 

Re-enter Buckingham, 

Buck. My Lord, 1 have confider*d in my mind 

bat late demanc^ that you did found me in. ' 

K , Rich, Well> let that reft ; Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

Buck, I hear the news, my Lord. 

K. Rjch, Stanley^ he is yOur wife's fon j well, look to it. 

Buck, My Lord, I claim the gift, my due by promife, 

►r which your honour, and your faith, is pawn'd ; 

\C Earldom of Hereford^ and the moveables, 

hich you have promifed I fhall pofTefs. 

K. Rich, Stanley, look to your wife ; if ihe convey • 

:tters to Richmond, you iliall anfwer it. 

Buck, What fays your Highncfs to my juft rcqueft f 

K. Rich, I do remember me— ^ — Henry the fixth 

d prophefy, that Richmond (hould be Kingi 

hen Richmond was a little peevifli boy. 

King, perhaps— 

Buck, My Lord, 

K,Rich, How chance, the Prophet could not at that time 

ive told me, I being by, that I fhould kill him? 

Buck. My Lord, your promife for the Earldom— 

K. Rich, Richmond/ when 1 was laft at Exeter, 

le Mayor in curt'fy (hewed me the caflle, 

id caird it Rou^e-mont, at which name I Parted ; 

caufe a bard ot Ireland told me once, 

hould not live long after I faw Richmond. 

Buck. My Lord,—— 

K. Rich. Ay, what's o' clock ? 

Buck, I am thus bold to put your Grace in mind 

' what you promised me ? 



tt6S King R i c H A R d' IIL 

K. Rich. But what's o'clock. 

3ucA> Upon the ftroke of ten. 

X. Rich. Well, let it ftrike. 

Muck. Why, let it ftrike. 

K.Rich. Becaufe, that , like a Jack, thou keep'ft the ftrokc 
Betwixt thy begging; and my meditation. 
I am not in the giving vein to-day. 

SucJt. Why, then reK>lve me whe'ec you will, or no. 

iC . RicL Thou troubleft me, I am not in the vein* 

[Exit. 

Buck, Is it ev'n fo ? repays he my deep fervice '. 
With fuch contempt ? made I him King for this ? 
O, let me think on HaftingSy and be gone 
To Brecknock^ while my fearful head is on. \Exit. 

Enter Tirrel. 

7/>. The tyrannous and bloody aft is done; 
The moft arch deed of piteous maffacre. 
That ever yet this land was guilty of ! 
Dighton and Forrefty whom I did luborn 
To do this piece of ruthlefs butchery. 
Albeit they were flefht villains, bloody dogs. 
Melting with tendernefs and mild compaflion, 
V/ept like two children, in their death's fad ftory. 
O thus, (quoth Dighton,) lay the gentle babes ; . 

Thus, thus, (guoih Foreft^) girdling one another 
Within their innocent alabafter arms : 
Their lips were four red rofes on a ftalk. 
And in their fummer beauty kifs*d each other. 
A book of prayers on their pillow lay. 
Which once, (quoth Forreft,) almoft chang'd my mind: 

But, oh I the Devil there the villain ftopt : 

When Dighton thus told on we fmothered 

The moft i^plenifhed fweet work of nature. 

That from the prime creation e'er ftie framed. 

Hence both are gone with confcience and remorfe; 
They could not ipeak, and fo I left them both. 
To bcjar thefe tidings lo xVie bloody Kiu^« 
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Enter King Richard. 

And here he comes. All health, my fovereign Lord I. 
. K. Rich, Kind Tirrel am I happy in thy news I 

Tir, If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happinefs, be happy then j 
For it^ is done. 

X. Rich, But didft thou fee them dead ? 

97r. I did, my Lord. 

K. Rich, And buried, gentle Tirrel P 

Tir, The Chaplain of the T(nver hath buried them,. 
But wher«, to fay the truth, I do not know. 

K. Rich. Come to me,. Tirrel y ibon, foon after fupper^ 
When thou fhalt tell the procefs of their death. 

Mean time but think, how I may do thee good. 

And be inheritor of thy defire. 
Farewel, till then. 

Tir, Ihumbly take my leave. [Exiu 

K. Rich, The fon of Clarence have I pent up clofe;. 
His daughter meanly have I match'd in marriage : 
The fons of JE'^m;*?/-^/ fleep in Abraham's bofom : 
And Anne my wife hath bid this world good night. 
JNow, for I know the Briton Richmond aims 
At young Elizabeth y my bi other's daughter ; 
And by that knot looks proudly on the crown ; 
To her go I, a jolly tliriving wooer. 



Enter Catefby. 



Catef, My Lord,- 



R. Rich, Good or bad news, that thou com'fl in fb 
bluntly ? 

Cafe/, Bad news, my Lord ; Morton is fled to Richmond, . 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Weljhmeny 
Is in. the field, and Hill his power encreafeth. 

K. Rich, Ely with Richmond troubles me more near. 
Than Buckingham and his ra(h -levied army. 
Come, I have learn 'd, that fiArful coisi\xx^tw\kw^ 
h leaden fervitor to dull delav ; ' .^ 



270 King R I C K A R D lit 

Delay leads impotent and fnail-pac*d beggary. 

Then fiery Expedition be my wing, 

yo<vg*s Mercury and herald for a King I 

Go, mufter men ; my Counfel is my (hleld. 

We muft be brief, when traitors brave the field. [SxH^ 

Entir ^uHH Margaret. 

Q^Mar. So now Profperity begins to mellow. 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 
Here in thefe confines (lily have I lurk'd 
To watch the waining of mine enemies. 
A dire induction am I witnefs to ; 
And will to France^ hoping, the confequenca 
Will prove as bitter, black and tragical. 
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret I who comes here i 

Enter the Dutcbe/s ^/'York and ^een. 

Slueen, Ah, my poor Princes ! ah, my tender h^besl 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing meets ! 
It yet your gentle (buls fly in the air, 
.And be not fixt in doom perpetual. 
Hover about me with your airy wings. 
And hear your mother's lamentation. 

Q^Mar. Hover about her ; fay, that right for right 
Hath dimm'd your infant-mom to aged night. 

Dutch. So many miferies have craz'd my voice. 
That my woe-wearied tongue is flill and mute. 
EdiAjard Vlantagenety why art thoi» dead ? 

Q^M^r. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenety 
Edhvard for Edward pays a dying debt. 

^offir. Wilt, thou, OGod, fly from fuch gentle lambs^ 
And throw them in the intrails of the wolf? 
Why didfl thou fleep, when fuch a deed was done ? 

Q^^Aftfr^^When holy Henry dy'd, and my fweet fbn. 

Dutch. Dead life, blind fight, poor mortal living ghofl. 
Woe's fcene, world's (hame, grave's due, by life ufurp'd. 
Brief abflradl and record of tedious days. 
Heft thy unrett^on England's lawful earth, 
Vplawlully made drunW\Vi\ix\ttiioc^\5X\xbQd. 
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^eefi. Aht that thou woaldd as foon afford a grave,! 
As thou canft yield a melancholy feat ; 
Then would I hide my bones, not reft, them here 
Ah, who hath any caufe to mourn but we ? 

Q^Mar, Jf ancient forrow be moft reverent. 
Give mine the benefit of Signiory ; 
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. 
If forrow can admit fociety, 
Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine.. 
I had an Edward, Ull a Richard kilVd him ; 
1 had a hu(band till a Richard kill'd him : 
Thou had'ft an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him zi. . 
Thou bad'ft a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him. 

Dutch, I had a Richard too, and thou did'ft kill him : 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'il to kill him. 

QJf.Thotthad'ft a Clarence too,and RichardkiWd hiiXK 
From forth the kennel of thy womb hajth crept 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death : 
That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes. 
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood ; 
That foul defacer of God's handy-work 
Thy womb let Ipofe, to chafe us to our grave*. 
Q upright, jufl, and true, difpofing God, 
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the iffue of his mother's body ; 
And makes her pue-fellow with others' moan ! 

Dutch, Oh Hany*s wife, triumph not in my woes : 
God witnefs with me, I have wept for thine. 

Q^Mar. Bear with me, I am hungry for revenge. 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward: 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward: 
Young ror^ he is but boot, becaufe both- they 
Match not the high perfeftion of my lofs. 
Thy Clarence he is dead, that ftabb'd my Edward^ 
And the beholders of this tragic play. 
The adulterate Ha/lings, Ri'vers, Vaughan, Grayy 
Untimely fmother'd in their dulky graves. 
Richard yet lives, heirs Wack intelligencer^ 
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Only rcferv'd their factor to buy fouls. 

And fend them thither : but at hand, at hand, 

Infuet his piteous and unpitied end. 

Earth gapes, hell bums, £ends roar, faints pray* for. 

vengeance. 
Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray, 
'i'hat I may live to fay, the doe is dead ! 

^een. Oh ! thou did ft prophecy, the time would come, 
That 1 fhould wi(h for thee to help me curfe 
'i'hat hottleM fpider, that foul bunch-back'd toad. 

Q^Afflr. I calPd thee then vain flourifh of my fortune, 
I calt'd thee then poor (hadow, painted Queen, 
The prefentation of but what 1 was ; 
The flattering index of a diieful pageant 1 
One heav'd on high, to be hurl'd down below : 
A mother only mock'd with two fair babes ; 
A dream of what thou waft; a gariih Hag, 
To be the aim of ev'ry dang'rous ftiot ; 
A fign of dignity, a breath, a bubble; 
A Queen in jeft, only to fill the fcene. 
Where is thy hufband now ? where be thy brothers ? 
Where be thy children ? wherein doft thou joy ? 
Who fues and kneels, and fays, God fave the Queen ? 
Where be the^^ending Peers, that flatter'd thee? ^ 
Where be the thronging troops, that follow'd thee ? 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. 
For happy wife, a moft diftreffed widow ; 
For joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 
For one being fu'd to, one that humbly fues ; 
For Queen, a very caitiff crown 'd with care; 
For one that fcorn'd at me, now fcorn'd of me; 
iPor one being fear'd of all, now fearing one; 
For one commanding all, obey'd of none. 
Thus hath the courfe of jufHce wheel'd about, 
, And left thee but a very prey to time; 
Having no more h.ut thought of what thou wert. 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 
Thou didft ufurp my place, and doft thou not 
Uufurp the juft proportion of my forrow ? 
Now t/iv proud neck bear^ \v«^^ m^ Vjnx^^^ij?^ >j^Vl^% 



King Richard IIL 273^; 

Fjom which, ev'n here I flip my wearied head. 
And leave the burden of it all on thee. 
Farewel, Tork^s wife, and Queen of fad mifchance, 
Thefe Englijk woes fhall make me fmile in France, 

^een, O thou well-fkill'd in curfes ! flay a while. 
And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 
. Q^Mar, Forbear to fleep the night, and faft the day r 
Compare dead happinefs wit^^ living woe ; 
Think that thy babes were fweeter than they were. 
And he, that flew them, fouler than he is : 
Bett'ring thy lofs makes the bad caufer worfe : 
Revolving this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

^een. My words are dull, O ! quicken them with thine. 

Q^Mar. Thy vvoes will make them fharp, and pierce 
like mine. [Exit Margaret. - 

Dutch, Why fhould calamity be full of words ? 

^een. Windy attorneys to your client's woes. 
Airy fucceeders of inteftate joys, (i i) 
Poor breathing orators of miferies ! 
Let them have fcope, tho' what they do impart 
Help nothing elfe, yet they do eafe the heart. 

Dutch, If fo, then be not tongue-ty'd; go with me,-. 
And in the breath of bitter words let's fmother 
My damned fon, that thy two fweet fons fmother'd. 

[Drum fwithin, - 
I.hear his drum, be copious in exclaims. 

Enter King Richard, and his Train. 

K. Rich, Who intercepts me in njy expedition ? 
Dutch, O, ihe, that might have intercepted thee 
By firangling thee in iier accurfed womb, 

{\\\ Airy Succeeders of inteftine jcySi"] Thes the Generality of 
the Editions, from the oldcft Foiio ImptelTion. But I cannot ua-"^ 
derftatid this Reading I have adopted another from the S^arto\:\ 
1^97, which, I think, muft be the true one : 

Airy Succeeders of iriteftate Joy*, 

i. c. Words, tun'd to Complainti, fuccccd Jo^^ \Vv'a.\. -axt ^^^.-^ \ -mv^^ 
un beg ucath*d to thcin, to J^vhom thev {hQ\Ad ^xo^An ^'tVi^xv^* . 



174 King Richard TIT. 

From all the flaughters, wretch, that thou hal! cTone. 
^een, Hid'ft thou that forehead with a golden crown, 
"Where fhould be branded, if that right were right. 
The flaughter of the Prince that ow'd that crown. 
And the dire death of my poor fons and brothers ? 
Tell me, thou villain-flave, where are my children ? ' 
Dutch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brotiitr 
Clarence ? • 

And little Ned Plantagenety his fon ? 

^een. Where is kind Haftingsy Ri'verSy Faugban, Grayf 
K. ^/Vy?». A flourifli, trumpets! flrike alarm, drums! 
Let not the heavens hear thefe tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord's anointed. Strike, I fay. 

^ [Fleurifi. Alarms. 
Either be patient, and intreat me fair. 
Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 
Dutch* Art thou my fon? 

K. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my father, and yonrielf. 
Dutch, Then patiently hear my impatience. 
K. Rich, Madam, I have a touch of your condition. 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 
Dutcb^J will be mild, and gentle in my words. 
X. Rich, And brief, good mother, for I am in haile. 
Dutch, Art thou fo hally ? I have (laid for thee> 
God knows, in anguifh, pain and agony. 

K. Rich. And came I not at laft to comfort you ? 
Dutch, No, by the holy rood, thou kno>y*ft it well> 
Thou caai'll on earth to make the earth my hell. 
A grievous burjen was thy birth to roe. 
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy ; 
Thy fchool-days frightful, defp'rate, wild and furious ; 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold and venturous r 
1'hy age confirmed, proud, fubtle, fly and bloody. 
What comfortable hour canft thou name. 
That ever grac'd me in thy company ? 

lL,Rich, Faith, none hut Humphry Houre, that call'd " 
your Grace 

To break f Silk once, forth of my com^wiY^ 
If I be ib di/gracious in "yoxi;: CvjVl,, 
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Let jne march on, and not offend your Grace. 
Strike up the drum. 
Dutch. I pry'thee, hear me ipeajc. 
K. Rich. You fpeak too bitterly. 
Dutch, Hear me a word : 
For I ihall never fpeak to thee again, 

K. Rich. So, \ 

Dutch, Either though die by God's jufl ordinance^ 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror; 
Or I with grief and extream age ihall periih. 
And, never look upon thy face again. 
Therefore take with thee ihy moft heavy curfe ; 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more. 
Than all the compleat armour that thou wear'ft ! 
My prayers on the adverfe party fight, 
And there the little fouls ot Ed'ward's children 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies, 
And promife them fuccefs and vidory ! 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ! 
Shame ferves thy life, and doth thy death attend. [Exit, 

%f<?«.Tho' far more caufe, yet muchlefs fpirit to curfe 
Abides in me, I fay Amen to her. [Goings 

K. Rich, Stay, Madam, I muft fpeak a word with you, 

i^een, I have no more fons of the royal blood 
For thee to llaughter; for my daughters, Richardy 
They ihall be praying nuns, not weeping Queens ; 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

K. Richard, You have a daughter call'd Elizabeth^ 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

^een. And muft fhe die for this ? O let her live. 
And ril corrupt her manners, ftain her beauty. 
Slander myfelf as falfe to Edijoari^ bed. 
Throw over her the veil of infamy : 
So flie may live unfcarr'd from bleeding flaughter, 
I will confefs (he was not Edivard*s daughter. 

K. Rich, Wrong not her birth, fhe is of royal blood, 

S^ee?i, Tofave her life, I'll fay, Ihe is not fo. 

K.. Rich, Her life is fafeft only in her birth. 

i^een. And only in that fafety dy'd Ket btoi^issKi^- 

K. RUb, No, at their Iwiths ^oodL&ax^>H^^^ ^i^^^^«c.\x:* 
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^ueen. No, to their lives bad friends were contrary. 

K. Rich, All unavoided is the doom of defUny. 

^een. True ; wlien avoided grace makes deftiny. 
My babes were dcftlnM to a fairer death. 
If grace had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

K. Rich. You fpeak, as ifth.it I had flain my coufins } 
• ^een, Confms, indeed ; and by their uncle cozen'd 
Of cdmfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life : 
Whofe hands focver lanc'd their tender hearts. 
Thy head,' all inlireftly, gave direction. 
No doubt, the murd'rous knife was dull and blunt. 
Till it was whetted on thy ftone-hard heart, ' 
To revel in the intrails of my Iambs. 
But that ftill ufe of grief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue fhould to thy ears not name my boys. 
Till that my nails were anchor'd in thine eyes ; 
And I in fuch a defp'rate bay of death. 
Like a poor bark, of fails and tackling reft, 
Ru{h all to pieces on thy rocky bofom. 

K. Rich, Madam, fo thrive I in my enterprize. 
And dangerous fuccefs of bloody wars; 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 
Than ever you or yours by me were harm'd ! 

^ecn. What good is cover'd with the face of heav'n. 
To be difcover'd, that can do me good ? 

K. R, Th* advancement of your children, gentle lady. 

^een. Up to fome fcaffold, there to lofe their heads. 

K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of fortune. 
The high imperial type of this earth's glory. ^ 

^een. Flatter my forrows with report of it ; 
Tell me, what Hate, what dignity, whr.t honour, 
Canft thou demife to any child of mine } 

K. Rich, Ev'n all I have; ay, and myfelf and all. 
Will I withal endow a child of thine ? 
So in the Lethe of thy angry foul 
Thou drown the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs. 
Which, thou fuppofeft, I have done to thee. 

^een,Y^t brief, left that the procefs of thy kindnefs 
Lafi longer telling than thy kindnefs do. " 
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' K. Rich, Then know, that from my foul I love thy 
daughter. 

^een. My daughter's mother thinks it with her fouL 

R. Rich, What do you think ? 

^cen, T\i^tx\iOM dofl love my daughter, from thy fouK . 
So from thy foul's love, didft thou love her brothers; 
And from my heart's love I do thank thee for it. 

K. Rich. Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning; 
1 mean, that with my foul I love thy daughter, 
And da intend to make her Queen of EngUind, 

i^u. Say then, who doft thpu mean (hall be her King> 

K. Rich, Ev'n he, that make^ her Queen ; who elfe 
fhould be? 

^een. What, thou! 

K. Rich, Even fo ; how think you of it ? "^ 

^een^ Ho'W can ft thou woo her ? 

K. Rich, 1 would learn of you. 
As one being belt acquainted with her humour. 

^ecn. And wilt thou learn of me ? 

K. Rich, With all my heart. 

^een. Send to her, by the man that flew her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts $ thereon engrave 
Edward^iVid Torky then, haply, will fhe weep: 
Therefore prefent to her, as fometime MargWct 
Bid to thy father, fteept in Rutland^ blood, 
A handkerchief; which, fay to her, did drain 
The purple tide from her fweet brothers' bodies, 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes therewith. 
If this inducement move her not to love, 
Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ; 
Tell her, thou mad'fl away her uncle Clarence^ 
Her uncle Ri*vers; ay, and.fov her fake, 
Mad'fl quick conveyance with her good aunt j^fine. 

Km Rich, You mock me. Madam ; this is not the way 
To win your daughter. 

^ueen. There's no other way, 
Unlefs thou could'ft put on fome other (hape. 
And not be jR/V/^^r// that hath done all this. 

K. Rich» Say, that I did all this for loN^ ^^ V«t, 
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^mnJNB^y then, indeed, (he cannot chufe but hate thfee ; 
Having bought love with fuch a bloody fpoil. 

K. RicJIf* Look, what is done, cannot be now amended; 
Men (hall deal unadvifedly fometimes. 
Which after-hours give leifure to repent of. 
If I did take the kingdom from your fons, 
To make amends, rilgiveit to your daughter : 
If I have kiird the iflue of your womb, 
To quicken your encreafe I will beget 
Mine iflue of your blood, upon your daughter : 
A grandam's name is little lefs in love. 
Than is the doting title of a mother ; 
They are as children but one ftep below; 
Even of your metal, of your very blood : 
Of all one pain, fave for a night of groans 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like forrow. 
Your children were vexation to your youth. 
But mine ihall be a comfort to your age. 
The lofs you have, is but a fon being King ; 
And by th«it lofs your daughter is made Queen. 
I cannot make you what amends I would. 
Therefore accept fuch kindnefs as I can. 
Dorfet, your fon, that with a fearful foul 
Leads difcontented fteps in foreign foil. 
This fair alliance quickly fhall call home 
To high promotions, and great dignity. 
The King, that calls your beauteous daughter wife> 
Familiarly Ihall call thy Dorfet brother : 
Again Ihall you be mother to a ELing ; 
And all the ruins of diftrefsful timer 
Repaired with double riches of content. 
What ! we have many goodly days to fee. 
The liquid drops of tears, that you have ihed, (12) 

Shall 

(12) l^be Viqu'td Drops of Tears, that yau bavefieJ^ 
Shall come again, tran.'fjrm^d to orient Pearl, 
Advantaging their Love with Intereft^ 

Oftentimes double Gain of Happinefs*"] The great Improvement t^ 

the Senk, which my eafy Emendation makes here, will, I flatter 

m//eJfj convince every judicm^ K«?i4tT, ^-\\% Wtv^ the ^nnine 
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Shall come again, transfojtm'd to orient pearl ; 

Advantaging their loan with intereft 

Often times double gain of happinefs. 

Go then, my mother, to thy daughter go ; 

Make bold her bafhful years with your experience; 

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale ; 

Put in her tender heart th'afpiring flame 

Of golden Sov'reignty ; acquaint the Princefs 

With the fweet iilent hours of marriage-joys. 

And when this arm of mine hath chaftifed 

The petty rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham^ 

Bound with triumphant garlands will I come» 

And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed ; 

To whom I will retail my conqueft won. 

And fhe ihall be fole viflrefs^ Cafar^s Cafar, 

^een. What were I beft to fay, her father's brothe? 
Would be her Lord? or {half I fay, her uncle? 
Or he that flew her brothers, and her uncles ? 
Under what title fliall I woo for thee. 
That God, the law, my honour, and her love. 
Can make feem pleafing to her tender years ? 

K. Rich, Infer fair Enffland^s peace by this alliance. . 
^leen. Which flie fliall purchafe with ftill lafling war» 
K. ^.Tell her, the King, that may command, intreats— 
J^ff;z.That at her hands, which theKing'sKing forbids. 
K. Rich, Say, flie fliall be a high and mighty Queen ^ 
^cen. To wail the title, as her mother doth. - 
K. Rich. Say, I will love her everlaftingly. 
i^en. But how long fliall that title, ever, laft ? 
K. Rich, Sweetly in force, unto her fair life's end. 
^ueea. But how long, fairly, fliall her fweet life laft ?- 

Reading. Love and Lone (which was the obfolete Manner of fpelling 
Loan^) are made out of one another, only bj a Letter turned upAde 
down. (y>«7f/jivj is a ftupid Goncretion of three Words, fr«m the 
Indolence of the Editors, which flrangely flattens the Sentence. My 
Emendation gives this apt and eafy Senfe. The Tears, that y<M 
have lent to your Afflifi'tonSf Jhall be turned into Gems ; ami rtqum^ 
ym by way of Intereft, %oitb Happinefs twenty times m gnat 4ft 
your Sorimos kavt bttM» 
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K. Rich, As long as heav*n and nature lengthen it. - 

^een. As long as hell and Richard like of it. 

K. Rich, Say, I, her Sovereign, am her fubje^ now. 

i^een. But ihe, your fubjedl, loaths fuch fbv'reignty. 

K\ Rich, Be eloquent in my behalf to h«r. 

Queen, An honelt tale fpeeds befl, being plainly told. 

K. Rich, Then, in plain terms tell her my loving tale. 

^een. Plain, and not honeft, is too harfh a lUle. * 

K. Rich,\o\^v reafons are too (hallow, and too qaick. 

^een, O no, my reafons are too deep and dead ; 
Two deep and dead poor infants in their grave; 
Harp on it ftill (hall I, till heart-ftrings break. 

K. Rich, Harp not on that firing, Madam ; that is paft. . 
Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crown 

^:en, Profan*d, difhonour'd, and the third ufurp'd. . 

K. Rich. I fwear. 

^een. By nothing, for this is no oath : . 
The George, profan'd, hath loft his holy honour; 
The Garter, blemifh'd, pawn'd his knightly virtue ; . 
The Crown, ufurp'd, difgrac'd his kingly glory. 
If fomcthing thou wouldft fwear to be believ'd. 
Swear then by fomething, that thou. haft not wrongM. . 
' K., Rich, Now by the world 

^leen, *Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 

Ki Rich, My father's death 

^een. Thy life hath that dlfhonour'd. 

K. Rich, Then by myfelf. 

^ecn, Thyfelf thyfelf mifufeft. 

K. Rich, Why then, by heav'n ^ 

^een. Heaven's wrong is moft of all : 
If thou didft fear to break an oath with heav'n, . 
The unity the King my huftjand made 
Thou hadft not broken, nor my brothers dy'd. 
If thou hadft fear'd to break an oath with heav'n, . 
Th* imperial metal, circling now thy head. 
Had grac'd the tender temples of my child ; 
And both the Princes had been breathing here ; . 
Which now, two tender bed-fellows for duft. 
Thy broken faith hath made a prey to.worms. 
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What canft thou fwear by now ? 

K., Rich. By time to come; 

^een. That thou haft wronged in tlie time o'erpaft : 
For I myfelf have many tears to wafh 
Hereafter time, for time paft, wrong'd by thee. 
The children live, whofe fathers thou haft ilaughter*d,,. 
Ungovern'd youth, to wail it in their age. 
The parents live, Whofe children thou haft butcher'd. 
Old wither'd plants, to wail it in their age. 
Swear not by time to come, for that thou haft 
MUus'd ere us'd, by times ill-us'd o'er paft. 

K. Rich. As I intend to profper and repent, 
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hoftile arms ! jnyfelf, myfelf confound ; 
Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours ; 
Day yield me not thy light, nor night thy reft ; 
Be oppofite all planets of good luck 
To my proceeding ; if with pure heart's. love. 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 
I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter ! 
In her confifts my happincfs, and thine ; 
Without her, follows to myfelf and thee, 
Herfelf, the land, and many a chriftian foul, 
Death, defolation, ruin, and decay. 
It cannot be avoided, but by this : 
It will not be ayoided, but oy this. 
Therefore dear mother, (I muft call you fo^) 
Be the attorney of my love to her ; 
Plead what Lwill be, not what I have been. 
Not my deferts, but what I will dcferve : 
Urge the neceflity and ftate of times ; 
And be not peevifh found in great defigns. 

^een. Shall I be tempted of the Devil thus ? 
* R. Rich. Ay, if the Devil tempt you to do good. 

^eea. Shall I forget myfelf to be myfelf ? 

K. Rich. Ay, ifyour felPs remembrance wrong yourfelf. 

^eefi. But thou didft kill my children. 

K. Rich. But in your daughter's womb I^bury them ;; 
Where in that neft of fpicery, they (hall bx^fc^ 
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Selves of themfelves, to your recomfortore. " 
^een. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ?. 
K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. 
^u£en, I go, write to me ihortly. 
K. Rich. Bear her my true love'a kifs, and To f«rewel— % 

Relenting fool, and fhallow, changingt, woman ! 

Enter Ratcliff. 

Rat, Moft mighty Sovereign, on the wefterh cooil 
Rideth a puiilant navy : to our fhores 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friendf» 
Unarm'd, and unrefolv'd to beat them back. 
*Tis thought, that Richmond is their admiral : 
And there they hull, expeding but the aid. 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them aihorc. 

K.^. Some light-foot friend poUtothe Duke oiNorfalkt 
Ratcliff J thyfelf, or CatesSy ; where is he ? 

Cafe/. Here, my good Lord. - - 

K. Rich. Cateshy, fly to the Duke. 

Gate/, I will, my Lord, with all convenient liafte* 

K. Rich. Ratcliffi come hither, pofl to Salishwj ; 

When thou com*ft thither dull unmindful viBaxB, 

[To Catefby.. 
Why ftay*ft thou here, and go*ft not to the Duke ? 

C<z/.Firft,mighty Liege, tell me yourHighnefs pleafare^ 
What from your Grace I (hall deliver to him. 

K. Rich. O true, good Catesiy, — bid him levy fbait 
The greateft ftrength and power he can make^ 
And meet me fuddenly at Scjishury. 

Gate/, I go. [Exit. 

Rat. What, may it pleafe you, fhall I do at Salishwy f 

K. /2/V^. Why, what would'ft thou do there, before I go ? 

Rat. Your Highnefs told me, I fhould poft before. 

£. Rich. My mind is chacg'd— — 
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Enter Lord Stanley. 
S'tottliXi what news with you ? 

StanL None good, X£iy Liege, to pleafe you with.tht 
hearing; 
Kor none fo bad, but well may be reported. 

K. Rich, Heyday, a riddle ! neither good nor bad:; 
Why doll thou run io many miles about. 
When thou may*ft tell thy tale the neareft way ? 
Once more, what news ? 

Stanl, Richmond is on the (eas. 

K. Rich. There let him fink, and be die feas on Kiiin I 
White-Iiver'd runnagate, what doth he there ? ^ 

Stanl. I know not, mighty Sovereign, but by^ gueft. 

K. Rich, Well, as you guefs. ^ 

StanL StirrM up by D^rfit^ Buektngbam^ and Mertm^' 
He makes for England^ here to claim the crown. 

K. Rich, Is the chair empty ? is the fword unfway'd.? 
Js the King dead ? the empire unpolTefs'd ? 
What heir of Tork is there alive, but we ? i . '^ 

And who is England's King, but great TorH^s heir f 
TJien tell me, what makes he upon the fea ? 

StanL Unlefs for that, my Liege, I cannot guefs* 

K. Rich. Unlefs for that he comes to be your Liege» 
You cannot guefs wherefore the Welflj-man comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

StanL No, mighty Xiege, therefore miftrull nie not. 

R. Rich. Where is thy power then to beat him back I 
Where are thy tenants, and thy followers I 
Are they not now upon the weftern fhore, 
Safe-conduding the rebels from their ihips ? 

StanL No, my good Lord, my friends are in the North.. 

K. Rich, Cold friends to me : what do they in the North» 
When they fliould ferve their Sovereign in the Weft ? 

StanL They have not been conunanded, mighty Kingi 
Pleafe it your Majefty to give me leave, 
I'll mufter up my friends, and meet your Grace, 
Where, and what time your Majefty fhall pleafe. 

K. Rich. Ay, thou wouldft fain te %w:a, \5^VpJ\si:«v^ 
JUdtmmd: 
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But I'll not truft thee. 

StanL Mighty Sovereign, 
You have no caufe to hold my friend(hip donbtfiil r ' 
I never was, nor never will be, falfe. 

K. Rich, Go then, and mufter men ; but leave behind 
Your fon George Stanley : look, your heart be firm ; • 
Or elfe his head'is aflurance is but frail. —- 

Stanh So deal with him, as I prove true to you ! 

[Exit Stanlcjr.. 
Enter a Mejfenger* 

. Mtf* My gracious Sov'reign, now in De^onflnre^, 

As I by friends am well advertifed. 

Sir Edmond Courtn^^ and the haughty Prelate, 

Bi(hop of Exeter^ nis elder brother, 

With many more confed'rates, are in arjns.. 

Ehfer another MeJJenger. 

Mef, In Kent% my Liege, the Gut^ fords are in arms,. 
And every hour more competitors 
Flock to the rebels, and their Power grows ftrong,. 

Enter another Meffenger, ' 

Mef.My, Lord, the army of the Duke of Buckingham^-* 
' K. Richl Out on ye, owls ! nothing but fongs ofdeath ?. 

(He ftrikes him*. 
, , ^ >etter news,. 

M^f, The news I have to tell your MJijefty, 
Is, that, by fudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham*^ army is difpers'd and fcatter'd :. 
Andlie himfelf wander'd away alone. 
No man knows whither. 

■ K. Rich. Oh ! I cry thee mercy : 

Thete is my purfe, to cure that blow of thine. 
Hath any well-advifed friend proclaimed 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? 

Me/. Such proclamation hath been made, my Liege. 

Enter another Meffenger, 

■ Me/, Sir Thomas Lonely and Lotd Marc^ais Derfity. 
'jp5 fsdd my Liege, in Torkjhirt wc\sl%xiea-\ 
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But this good comfort bring I to your Highncfs, 
The Bret ague navy is difperfed, by tempeft, 
Richmond m Dor/etjhire fent out a boat 
Unto the (hore, to afk thofe on the banks. 
If they were his afliftants, yea, or no ; 
Who anfwered him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party j he, miftrufting them, . 
Hois'd fail, and made his couri^ for Brttagne, 

K. Rich. March on, march on, fince we are up in arms ; 
if not to fight with foreign enemies. 
Yet to beat down thefe rebels here at home. 

£nter Cateiby. 

CateJ^, My Liege, the Duke oi Buckingham is taken. 
That is the beft news ; that the Earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty pow'r landed at Milford^ 
is colder news, but yet it muft be told. 

K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury ; while we reafonlierc, 
A royal battle might be won and lofl : 
Some one take order, Buckingham be brought \ 

To Salisbury ; the reft march on with me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to the Lord Stanley V Houfe^ 
Enter Lord Stanley, and Sir Chriftopher Urfwick. 

StanL QIR Chriftopher y tell Richmond this from me ; (13) 

^ That in the fty of this moft bloody Boar, 
My fon George Stanley is frankt up in hold ; 

(13) -iS/V Chriftopher, tell Richmond tbiifram me;'] The PItfon, 
who 18 xalled Sir Chriftopher here, and who has been filled fo ii^ the 
Dramatis Perfona of all the Inipreflion«, I find by the CbronicI^ fo 
have been Chriftopher Urfwick, a Bachelor in Divinity j and Chaplain 
to the Countcfs of Richmond, who had intermarried with the Lord 
Stanley, This Pricft, the Hiftory tells us, frequently went back- 
wards and forward?, unfufpedled, on MefTages betwixt the CouateCi 
of Richmond, and her Hulban'^, and iV^t ^<a\3iw^^«\ ^i ^vdewwfcft.^^ 
wJuIIihe was prcpariojg to makt hU I>«fctx«. ww ^.tijlatA* 
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If I revolt, off goes young Geor^^s head ; 
The fear of that holds off my prefent aid. 
So, get thee gone ; commend me to thy Lord. 
Say too, the Queen kath heartily confented 
He fhoald efpoufe EltKoSeih her daughter. 
But tell me, where is princely RkbmatMl now F 

Cbri. At Pemhrokey or at Hertfird-^tfi in Wmki^ 

Stanl, What men of name reiort to him ? 

Cbri, Sir Walter Herbert ^ a renowned foldier» ~ 
Sir Gilhmrt Talbot ^ and Sir WilUam Stauky^ 
Oxfordy redoubted Fembrokey Sir James BitiMtf 
And Rice ap Thomas^ with a valiant crew, 
And many others of great name and worth : 
And towards London do they bend their power. 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 

StanL Well, hie thee to thy Lord : I kifs his hand. 
My Letter will rcfolve him of my mind. 
Farewel. [Extunu 



ACT V. 

SCENE, Salifbury. 

Enter the Sheriffs and Buckingham, with halberds^ 
led to Execution, 

Buckingham. 

WILL not King Richard let me fpeak with him t 
Sher. No, good my Lord, therefore be patient. 
fiuck, HaftingSy and Edward* s children , Gra^ tna Rt^fcri^ 
Holy King Ffenty, and thy fair fon £d<wardy 
. Vaughany and all that have mifcarried 
By under-hand, corrupted, foul injuflice ; 
If that your moody, diicontented, fouls 
Do thro}!^ the clouds )De\io\d \\v\s '^t^feRt l^<:i\xr^ 
S}f^n for revenge mock my d^&svL^^»iJv\ 
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This i$ JU-SotJs dsiy, fellows, is it not ? 

Sher. It is, my Lord. 

Buck, Why, then Jll Souls day is my body's Doomfday. 
This is the day, which in King Bd'ward^s time 
I .wiih'd might fall on me, when I was found 
Falfe to his children, or his wife's allies. 
This is the day, wherein I wifh'd to fall 
By die falfe faith of him whom mofl I trailed : 
This, this AU-Souh day to my fearful foul, 
l8 the determined refpite of my wrongs. 
That high AU-feer, which I dallied with. 
Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head. 
And given in earneft, what I begg'd in jeft. 
Thus doth he force the fwords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their mailers' bofoms. 
Thus Mar^ret\ curfe falls heavy on my head : 
When he, quoth (he, (hall fplit thy heart with forrow. 
Remember, Margaret was a prophetefs. 
Come, Sirs, convey me to the block of (hame ; 
Wiong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 
\Exeunt Buckingham, Sheriff and Officers 

SCENE, on the Borders of Leicefter-5Aw. 
A Camp. 

Sitter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and ^thersy 
tAjith Drum and Colours, 

Richm, 'OEllows in arms, and my mod loving friends, 

X/ Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny. 
Thus far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march'd on without impediment ; v '■ 

And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 
The wretche4, bloody, and ufurping Boar 
(That fpoird your fummer-iields, and fruitful vi\ 
Swills your warm blood like waih, and makes hit trough 
In your embowellM bofoms ; this foul fwio# 
Lies now ev'n in the centre of tViis \^t. 
Near to the town of Lei after y a» vrc \^«a. x 
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From Tam^wortb thither is but one day's march. 

In God's name, chccrly on, couragious friends. 

To reap the harveft of perpetual peace. 

By this one bloody tiial of fliarp war. . ' 

Oxf. Ev'ry man's confcience is a thonfand fwords, ^ 
To fight againft that bloody homicide. 

Herb. I doubt not, but his friends will fly to us. 

Blunt. He hath no friends^ but who are friends for fear. 
Which in his deareft need will fly from him. 

Rrcb. AW for our vantage ; then, in God's name, march ; 
True hope is fwift, and flies with Swallow's wings ; 
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. . 

{^Exeunt* 

SCENE changes Pt Bofwofth FUtd. 

^nter King Richard in arms^ with Norfolk, Surrey, 
Ratcliff, Cate{by, and others, 

K. R, T T Ere pitch our tents, even here in Bofworth field. 
X A My Lord of Surrey^ why look you fo fad ? 

Surr, My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 

JKl. Rich, My Lord of Norfolk^ 

Nor^ Here, mofl gracious Liege. 

K. Rich, Norfolk, we mull have knocks : ha, mufl we not? 

Nor, We muft both give and take, my gracious Lo^. 

K. Rich, Up with my tent, here will I lie to-nigh1t ; 

But where to-morrow ?- well, alPs one for that. 

Who hath defcry'd the number of the traitors ? 

Nor, Six, or fev*n thoufand is their utmoft j: ower. 

K. Rich, Why, our batallion trebles that account: 
Befides, the King's name is a tower of ftrcngth. 
Which they upon the adverfe Tadtion want. 
Up with the tent : come, noble gentlemen. 
Let us furvey the vantage of the ground. 
Call for fome men of found dire&on : 
Xet's want no difcipline, make no delay ? 
for. Lords, to-morrow is a bufy day. [Exeunt^ 
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S C £ N E changes U (mother Part of Bofivorth fietd. 

Enter Riclimondy Sir WJUiam Brandon, Oxford, 
and Dorftt. 

iRf<i&/»*^T*^HE weary Sun hath made a golden fct, 

JL And, by the bright trad of his fiery car. 
Gives fignal of a goodly day to-morrow. 
Sir Wilkum Brandon^ you (hall bear my ftiinJard ; 
The Earl of Femhrske keep his regiment ; 
Good Captain Blunts t>ear my ^ood night to him ; 
And by the fecond h^ur in the morning 
Defire the Earl to fee me in my tent. 
Yet one thing more, good Blmt^ before thou goeft ; 
Where is Lord Stanhy quarter'd, doft thou know ? ' 

Blunt, Unlefs I have mifta'en his quarters much, 
j(Which, well I am aflur'd, I have not done) 
His regiment lies half a mile at leaft 
South from the mighty Power of the King, 

Rich. If without peril it be poflible. 
Sweet Blunts make fomegood means to fpeak with him. 
And give him from me this moft needful Note. 

Blunt, Upon my life, my Lord, 1*11 undertake it. 

Ricbm, Give me fome ink and paper : in my tent 
I'll draw the form and model of our battle, 
Limit each leader to his feyeral charge. 
And part in juft proportion our fmall ftrength. 
Let us confult upon to-morrow's bulinefs ; 
In to our tent, the air is raw and cold. 

\l'hiy lAjithdraiu intrtie tHH. 

SCENE changes back to King Richard*^ Tent* 

Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk, and Catefby^ 

K. Je/V/^.IT 7 HAT is't o'clock? . *•; \ 

VV Catef. It's fupper time, my L(»!df. '.^*'; 
It's nine a clock. T^'-. 

K. Rich. I will not fup te-m^t* V. 

Give me fome Ink and Paper. 

Vol. V. H 
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What, is my beaver eaficr than it was ? 
And all myi armour laid into my tent ? 

Cote/. It is, my Liege, and'all things are in readinefit 

K. Rich. Good Norfolk hie thee to thy charge, 
XJfe careful watch, chufe trufty ccntinels. 

For, I go, my Lord. 

K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle Ntrfi^* 

Nor, I warrant you, my Lord. [ExH* 

K. Rich, Catejhy 

Catef. My Lord. 

K. Rich, Send out a purfuivant at arms 
To Stanley* % regiment ; bid him bring his Power 
Before Sun-riiuig, leftTiis fon George fall 
Into the blind cave of eternal Night. 
Fill me a bowl of wine— give me a watch— [To Rat. 
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow : 
Look, that my ftaVcs be found, and not too heavy. 
Ratcliff, 

Rat, My Lord ? 

K. Rich, Saw*ft thou the melancholy Lord Northam- 
lerland ? 

Rat, Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himfclf. 
Much abou^ cock-fhut time, from troop to troop. 
Went through the army, cheering up the foldiers. 

K. Rich. I am fatisfy'd : give me a bowl of wine. 
I have not that alrrcrity of ipirit. 
Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have— . 
There, fet it down. Is ink and paper ready ? 

Rat, It is, my Lord. 

K.. Rich, Bid my Guard watch, and leave me. 
About the mid of night come to my tent. 
And help to arm me. Leave me now, I fay. 

[Exit Ratcliff. 

SCENE changes hack to Richmond'^ Tent. 

Enter Stanley to Richmond : Lordsj Sec. 
Sta/i. TJ'Ortune and Viclory fit on thy helm ! 

X^ Ric, All comVort, x.Wxk^d?Ltk^\^htcan afford, 
fie to thy perfon, nobk £a\.\itx-\w-\vN \ 
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fell me, how fares our loving mother ? 

StanL I, by attorney, blefs thee from thy mother | 
^ho prays continually for Richmond^ & good : 

)0 much for that The iilent hours Ileal on^ 

ft.nd flaky darknefs breaks within the Eaft. . 

[n brief, for fo the feafon bids us be, 

i^repare thy battle early in the morning ; 

fVnd put thy fortune to th' arbitrement 

)f bloody ftrokes, and mortal flaring war* 

, as I may, (that which I would, I cannot) 

iVith bed advantage will deceive the time, 

^nd aid thee in this doubtful fhock of arms. 

Jut on thy fide -I may not be too forward, 

l.eft (being feen) thy brother, tender Georgia. 

\t executed in his father's Sight. 

*'arewel ; the leifure, and the fearful time 

i^uts off the ceremonious vows of love, 

knd ample interchange of fweet difcourfe, 

Vhich fo-long-fundred friends fliould dwell upoa, 

jod-give us leifure for thefe Rites of lore! 

Dnce more, adieu ; be valiant, and fpeed well. 

Rich, Good Lords, condud him to his regiment : 
'11 ft rive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap; 
^eft leaden flumber poize me down to-morrow, 
.Vhen I ihould mount with wings of viftory : 
^nce more, good night, kind Lords, and gentlemen* 
[Exeufit. Manet Richmond. 
) thou ! whofe Captain I account myfelf, ^ 
^ook on my forces with a eracious eye : 
'ut in their hands thy bruifing irons of wrath. 
That they may crufh down with a heavy fall 
rh' ufurping helmets of our adverfaries ! 
Jake us thy Minifters of chaftifement, 
''hat wo may praife thee in thy vidlory. 
^o thee I do commend my watchful foul, 
,rt I let fall the windows of mine eyes : 
leeping and waking, oh, defend me ftill ! [SU^s, 
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SCENE, ictwim the Tents of Richard ead 
Richmond : They Jlceping. 

Enter the Ghoft ofTrince Edward, Son to^ Henry the Sixth 
Ghoft.X £T me fit heavy on thy foal lo-morFOw! 

Think, how thou ftab'dft me in the prime of youth 
At Te^kjhury : therefore defpair and die. 

Be cheerful, Richmond ; for the wronged fbals 

[Tei Richffi. 
Of butcher'd Princes fight in thy behalf: 
King Henry^s iiTue, Rkhfwnd, comforts thee. 

Ent^ the Ghofi of Henry the Sixth. 

Ghofi. When I was mortal, my anointed body 

\ro K. Rich. 
By thee was punched full of deadly holes ; 
Think on the Tc-wcr, and me ; defpair, and die, 
Henry ;he Sixth bids thee defpair, and die. 

Virtuous and holy, be thou Conqueror: \To Rich. 
Hany, that prophefy'd thou (houldft be King, 
Doth comfort thee in fleep ; live thou and flourifh* 

Enter the Ghofi of Chrencc. 

Ghoft. Let me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow ! 

[To K. Ricli. 
I, that was wafh'd to death in fulfom wine, 
Voox Glarence^ by thy guile betray 'd to deafh: 
To-morrow in the battle think on me. 
And fall thy edgelefs fword j defpair and die. 

Thou offspring of the Houfe of itf«f^^/?^r, [7i RichflBl. 
The wronged heirs of Tork do pray for thee ; 
Good angels guard thy battle ! live, and flourifli. 

Enter the Gkojls of KiVQTSy Gray, and Vaughan. 
Ri'v. Let me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow •! 

^0 K. Rich. 
Xj\vers, than dyM at Pcmfret i it^^^vt^ ^xA^\^ 
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Gray. Think upon Gren^ and let thy foul defpaor. 

■^ , [r^^^. Rich. 

Faugh, Think upon Vaughan^ and with guilty fear 
Let fail thy lance ! RUharl, defpair and die. 

'' ^ [r^ if. Rich. 

-^//. Awake ! and think, our wrongs in Richard*^ bofonk 
Will conquer him.— -Awake, and win the day. 

[T'ftKidun. 

Enter the Ghoft of Lord Mailings, 

Ghoft, Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake ; [To K, Rich. 
And in a bloody battle end thy days : 
Think on Lord HaJHngs ; and defpair and die. 

Quiet, untroubled foul, awake, awake ! \To Richm. 
hftsii fight, and conquer, for fair England*^ fake. 

Enter the Ghofts of th& i«wo young Princes. ^ * 

Ghofis, Dream on thy coufins fmother'dinthe Ho^weri 
Let us be lead within thy l»>fom, RicharJy (13) 

[toK.^<:h. 
And weigh thee down to ruin, fhame, and death 1 
Thy Nephews' fouls bid thee d^air and die. 

Sleep, Eichmondy ileep in peaiee ; and wake iajoy. 

[TffRichm. 
Good angels guard thee from the boar's annoy ! 
Live, an3 beget a happy race of Kings — — — 
Edward*^ unhappy ions do bid thee flourifh. 

(»3) Let mht laid noitbin thf Btfim, Richard, J Thi» » tk poor • 
feeble Reading, whidi has obuinM by Corruption, ever iince tha 
iirft Edition put out by the Players: and, indeed, up as high as> 
the S^artv in 1602. But I have reftor'd from the elder i^orftfj' 
publifh'd in 1597, which Mr. Pope does not pretend to have feen 3 
Let us be Lead tuitbin tfy Bifim, Bjchac>d, 

This correfponds with what is faid in the Line ixamediatdy fbU 
lowing, 

And weigh tha dnun to Ruin^ Shame and Death ! 
And likewife with what the Oenciality of tiv^CiVk^^^ ^issSWi.- 
iogiy to S/chard } . - v 

^fl«j^ heavy oil f2>y Sour to-morrow I - ^ ' 
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Enter the Ghoft »f Anne his ivife. 

Chjf. Richard, thy wife, that wretched jfnftethy wj'fc, 

ITo K. Rich. 
That never flept a quiet hour with thee. 
Now .fills thy flcep with perturbations : 
To-morrow in the battle think on me. 
And fall thy edgeicfs fword : dcfpair and die,' 

Thou, quiet foul, fleep thou a quiet fleep : [TiRichm. 
Dream of fuccefs and happy vidory. 
Thy adverfary's wife doth pray for thee. 

Enfer the Ghoft of Buckingham. 
G'ooft, The hrft was I, that helpM thee to the Crown: 
The laft was I, that felt thy tyranny. [7i K,. Rich. 
O, in the battle think on Buckingham^ 
And die in terror of thy guiltinefs. 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death : 
Fainting, defpair ; defpairing, yield thy breath. 
I dy'd for Holpe, ere I could lend, thee aid ; (14) 

\To Rjchm. 
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not difmay'd : 
God and. good angeis fight on Richmond's fide. 
And Richard fall m height of all bis pride« . 

[The Gbofis vamjh. 

[K. Richard/^// out of bis dream. 

K. Rieh. Give me another horfe — bind up my wounds. 

Have mercy, Jefu foft, I did but dream. 

O coward confcicnce ! how doft thou afflid me ? 

The lights burn blue is it not dead midnight I 

Qoldi fearful drops fland on my trembling flefh. 

(14) Idfdfor Hope, ire J could litid tbet AiJy] All the Editioat •] 
c«ncur in this Reading, to the abiblute Detriment of the Senie. I | 
seftore, with the Addition of a fingls Letter ; | 

/ dfdfir Holpe, ere J could lend tbee Aids | 

/•' e. I periHtk'A for that lUl^^ vf\\\cVi \ \v)A \ti\txi4t4 ^xA'^at \xf 
paring to iea4 thee \ tho' I co>A4 W)^ tSftIl<^a2^t V*^ ^^ '«\ 
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What ? do I fear myfelf ? there's none elfc by; 
Rkhard ioves Richard', that is, I am I. 
Is there a murd'rer here? no : yes, I am. 

Then fly what, from myfelf ? great reafon; why? 

Left 1 revenge. What? myfelf on myfelf? 

I love myfelf. Wherefore ? for any good, 

That I myfelf have done unto myfel/? 

O, no. Alas, I rather hate myfelf. 

For hateful deeds committed by myfelf, 

I am a villain ; yet I lye, I am not. 

Fool of thyfelf fpeak well— — Fool, do not flatter. 

My confcience hath a thoufand fev'ral tongues. 

And ev'ry tongue brings in a fev'ral Tale, 

And ev'ry Tale condemns me for a villain. 

Perjury, perjury in high'fl degree. 

Murder, ftern murder m th' dir'ft degree, 

All feveral fins,, all us'd in each degree. 

Throng to the bar, all crying, guilty, guilty ! 

I fhall defpair : there is no creature loves me : 

And if I die, no foul fhall pity me.' 

Nay, wherefore fhould they ? fince that I myfelf 

Find in myfelf no pity to myfelf. 

Methought, the fouls of all that I had murder'd 

Came to my tent, and ^vcvy one did -threat 

To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enur Ratcliff. 
Rat. My Lord,- 



K. Rich, Who's there ? 

Rat. RatcUff, my Lord. The early village-coQk 
Hath twice done falutation to the mom ; 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armoar. 

K.Rich. Ratcliff, I fear, I fear 

Rat.. Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid of fhadows, 

K. Rich. By the Apoflle Paul, fhadows to-night 
Have flruck more terror to the foul of Richard^ 
Than can the fubflance of ten thoufand foldiers 
Armed in proof, and led by fhallow Richmond^ ^ 
It is not yet near day. Come, ^o >n\^ xckfc % 
Uoder oar tents, I'll play \^ ewcvixtr^^« v _, 

N 4 . ^"^ 
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To hear, if any mean to ihrink from me. 

[Exeunt K. Richard a»^RatcH£ 

Enter the L&ris to RichiAond, fitting in kit f>v/t 

Lords. Good-morrow, Richmond. 

Rich. 'Cry mercy, Lords, and watchful gentlemei). 
That you have ta'en a tardy floggard here. 

Lords. How have you flept, my Lord ? 

Richm. The fweetefl fleep and faireft-boding dfeaini» 
That ever enter'd in a drow/y head. 
Have I fince voor departure had, my Lords. 
Methought, their fouls, whofe bodies Richard murderM^ 
Came to my tent, and cry'd or vidory. 
I promife you, my heart is very jocund^ 
In the remembrance of fo fair a dream. 
How far into the morning, is it. Lords ? 

Lords. Upolv the ftrokc of four. 

Richm. Why, then 'tis time to arm and give «nt^ApQj|, 
More than I have faid, loving countrymen^ 
The leifure and enforcement of the time 
forbids to dwell on ; yet remember this, 
God and x>ui; good caufe fight upon our £de. 
The pray'rs of holy Saints, and wronged foaI«, 
Like high-rear'd bulwarks, itand before our fsLCtt. 
Richard except, thofe, whom we fight againfi^ 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow. 
For what is he, they follow ? truly, gentlemen, 
A bloody tyrant, and a homicide : 
One rais'd in blood, and one in blood eilablifh'd; 
One, that made means to come by what he hatH, 
And flaughter'd thofe that were the means to help hinw 
A bafe foul ftone, made precious by the foil 
Of £^/i»^s chair, where he is falfely kti 
One, that hath ever been God's enemy ; 
Then if you fight againft God's enemy, 
God will in juftice 'ward you as his foldiers. 
If you dofweat to put a tyrant down, . 
You fleep in peace, the tyrant being flain : 
Jf yon Ao fight againft yoxit toxxtarj^^ ^o^^^ 
Youx country's fat (ball y^y ^^^^ yMM^^'^t.- ^ 
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If you do fight in fafeguard of your wives. 
Your wives fhall wdcome kome the conquerors. 
If you do free your children from the fword. 
Your childrens' children quit itr#in your age. 
Then, in the name of God, and aU thefe rights, ' - 
Advance your ilandards ; draw your willing fwords* 
For me, the ranfom of my bold attempt 
Shall be this cold corps on the earth's cold face : 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt. 
The leaft of you fhall ihare his part thereof. 
Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly, cheerfully; 
God, and Saint George / Richmond^ and Vidory ! 

Enter King Richard, RatclifF and CatefbyJ 

K. -^. What (did. Northumberland, as tOMcYiing Richmond? 

Rat, That he was never tr^ned up in arms. 

K. Rich, He faid the truth ; and what faid Surrey then ? 

Rat, He fmil'd and faid, the better for our purpofe* 

K. Rich. He was i*th* right, and fo, indeed, it is. 

Tell the clock there give me a Kalendar. [CJockftrikes, 

Who faw the Sun to-day ? 

Rat, Not I, my Lord. 

K. Rich, Then he difdains to (hine ; for, by the book. 
He ihould have bravM the Eaft an hour ago 
A black day it will be to fomc body, Ratcliff. 

Rat, My Lord ? 

K. Rich, The Sun will not be feen to-day ; 
The iky doth frown and lowre upon our army > 

I would thefe dewy tears were from the ground " ■■* 
Not fhine to-day ? why, what is that to me 
More than to Richmond? for the felf-fame hcav'n. 
That frowns on me, looks fadly upon him» 

Enter Norfolk. 

Nor, Arm, arm, my Lord, the foe vaunts in the field, 
^,Rich, Come, bufWe, buftlc — c^^-ax^Sosx tk"^ V^'^r- ' 
Call up Lord Stanley, bid Yiim \itm^ W \jwi^x % . 
I will lead ibrtb my ibldieTs to \2bdi ^\^^d^ -^ 

'Ms 
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And thas my battle fhall be ordered. 

My forward fhall be drawn out all in lengthy 

Confifting equally of horfe and foot : 

Our archers fhall be placed in the midfl ; 

John Duke of Norfolkf Thomas Earl of Surrey y 

Shall have the leading of the foot and horfe. 

They thus direded, we ourfelf will follow 

In the main battle, which on either fide 

Shall be well winged with our chiefefl horfe : 

This, and St.George to boot! — What think'fl thovi^Nor/olif 

Nor. A good direfliony warlike Sovereign. 
This paper found I on my tent this morning. 

\^Gi'viftg ajcroivis. 

Jocky o/'Norfolk, he notfo holdy [Reads. 

For Dickon thy mafter is bought and fold* 

K. Rich, A thing devifed by the enemy. 
Go, gentlemen ; go, each man'to his charge. 
Let not our babling dreams affright our fouls ; 
Confcience is but a word that cowards ufe, 
Devis'd at firft to keep the flrong in awe : 
Our flrong arms be our confcience, fwords our law* 
March on, join bravely, let us to't pell-mell. 
If not to heav'n, ^then hand in hand to hell. 
What fhall I fay more than I have iriferr'd ? 
Remember, whom you are to cope withal ; 
A fort of vagabonds, of rafcals, run-aways, 
A fcum of Britonsy and bafe lackey-peafants. 
Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits forth 
To defperate adventures and deftruftion. 
You fleeping fafe, they bring you to unrefl : 
You having lands, and blefl with beauteous wives, 
fhey would reflrain the one, diflain the other. 
And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow, (15) 
Long kept in Bretagne at his mother's cofl \ 

A milk- 

(15) An^ vfbs doth kad them hut a fultry ftUufWi 

I^g kept in Britainc at our Mother's Coft f\ This is fpoken by 

Xfc&ard, of Henry Earl of Ricbmond : W\. \5ci«i ^vc^ Ux <t««L 

having atny common Mother, V)Mt England: ;itv^ '55??'o'L'* ^^"^ 

mati nasfiotfuhfiftcd abroad a^xi^fl\«\^UQIC^^^^^^w»^^'««^*• "^ 
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A milk-fop, one that never in his life 

Felt fo much cold, as over (hoes in fhow. 

Let's whip thefe ftragglers o'er the feas again» 

Lafli hence thefe over-weening rags of France^ 

Thefe famifh'd beggars, weary of their lives ; 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 

For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd themfelves. 

If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us. 

And not thofe baftard Britons^ whom our fathers 

Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd and thump'd; 

And on record left them the heirs of ihame. 

J hall thefe enjoy our lands ? lie with our wives ? 

i^avifh our daughters ? — hark, I hear their drum. 

(Drum afar off, 
o ' o ' "^ yeomen ! 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head : 
Spur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood: 
Amaze the welkin with your broken flaves ! 

Enter a Mejfenger* 

What fays Lord Stanley ^ will he bring his power? 

Mef, My Lord, he doth deny to come. 

K. Rich, Off with his fon George^ head. 

Nor, My Lord, the enemy is paft the marfb ; 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 

K. Rich, A thoufand hearts are great within mybofom. 
Advance our flandards, fet upon our foes ; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair St. George, 
Infpire us with the fpleen of fiery dragons. 
Upon them ! viAory fits on our helms. [Exeunt* 

Hed with the Earl oi Pembroke into Bretagny in King Edward IVth's 
Reign : And many Artifices were tried both by that King firft, and 
King Richard afterwards, to get him delivered up by the Frercb 
King and Duke of Bretagny. But he happilv efcaped all the Snares 
laid for him. During the greateft part of his Refidcnce abroad, he 
was watched and retrained almoft like a Captive; and fubfifted by 
Supplies conveyed from the Countefs of Richmond, his Mother. It 
fttms probable therefore, that we muft read 3 

i^tig ktpt in Brct»gnft m Kvi M«tW i Cftf% ^, ^ 
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Alarm. Bxcurjtons. Enter Catefby. 

Catef, Rcfcue, my Lord of NorfiUy refcue, refciic : 
The King enafts more wonders than a man. 
Daring an oppofice to every danger ! 
His horfe is flain, and ali on foot he fights. 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death. 
Refcue, fair Lord, or elfe the day \t loft. 

Jlsrm. Enter King Richard. 

K. Rich, A horfe ! a horfe ! my Kingdom for a horfe I 
Catef, Withdraw, my Lord, Til help you to a hoHe« 
K. Rkh, Slave, I have fet my life upon a call. 

And I will ftand the hazard of the dye : 

I think, there be fix Richmonds in the field ; 

Five have 1 flain to-day inftead of him. 

A horfe ! a horfe ! my Kingdom for a horfe ! [Exeunt^ 

Alarms* Enter King Richard and Richmond; they fight y 
Richard is fiain. 

Retreat and Ficurijh. Enter Richmond, Stanley hearing 
the crtnvn^ ivith divers other L$rds, 

Richm.God andyour arms be prais'd,vi£lorioii3 friends. 
The day is ours ! the bloody dog is dead. 

Stani* Couragious Richmond^ well haft thon aCqoit thee : 
Lo, here thefe long-ufurpcd royalties. 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch. 
Have I plockt off, to grace thy brows withal. 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. 

Rich, Great God of heaven, fay. Amen, to all I 
But tell me firft, is young George Stanley living ? 

Stanl, He is, my Lord, and fefe in Let'Jter town : 
Whither, if yoa fo pleafc, we may withdraw us. 

Richm. What men of name are flain on either fide f 

Stanl, John Duke of Norfolk^ Walter the Lord Ferris^ 
Sir Robert Brakenhury, Sir William Brandon. 

Rschm, Interr their bodies as becomes their births. 
FTOQlaim a pardon U> il^t fo\4i«^ &&^> 
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That in fubmiffion will return to us. 

And then, as we have ta'en the facramenty 

We will unite the white rofe and the red. 

Smile heav'n upon this fair conjundion, 

That long hath frown'd upon their enmity ! 

What traitor hears me, and fays not. Amen ? 

England hath long been mad, and fcarr'd herfelf j 

The brother blindly flied the brother's blood, 

TTie father rafhly flaughter'd his own fon. 

The fons compell'd, been butchers to the fire l 

All this divided Tork and Lancafler, 

Divided in their dire diviiion. 

O now let Richmond and Elizahetb^ 

The true fucceeders of each royal hou/e. 

By God's fair ordinance conjoin together! 

And let their heirs (God, if thy will be fo) • 

Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fac'd peace,. 

With fmiling plenty, and fair profp'rous days. 

Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord I 

That would reduce thefe bloody days again. 

And make poor England weep in ftreams of blood. 

Let them not live to tafte this land's encreafe. 

That would with treafon wound this fair land's peace* 

Now civil wounds are ftopp'd, peace lives again : 

That fhc may long live here, God fay. Amen I \Exeunt* 
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The SCENE lies moftly in LmAin and Wi/ls 
mnji(r\ once, at KitubolUn* 
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I Come no mwrt to make you laugh ; things nowy 
That bear a nvje'tghty and ajcrious hro^y _ 
Sady bighy and tworking, full of fiate and ivoe ; 
Such noble fcenesy as draijo the eyctofofWy 



We Jball prefent. Thofey that can pityy here 
Mayy if 'they think it ivelly let fall a tear ; 
^ThefuDJefi luill defer've it. Such^ as gi*ve 



neir money out of hope they may helie*Vey 
Me^ here find truth too, Thojky that come to fee ' 

Only aJhonAjor tooy (and fo agree y 
The Play may pafs) if they be fiill and wuillingy 
Pll undertake may fee aiuay their Jhilling 
Richly in i*wojhort hours* Only thcyy 
That come to hear a merry, ha<ivdy play ; 
jt mife of targets *y or iofee a fellonv (l) 
Jn a long motley coaty guarded tAjith yellonvj^ 
WiUhedecei'v'*d: fory gentle hearers y knowy 
To rank our thofen truth nvith fuch a Jho^w 
Jisfool and fight isy (befides forfeiting 
Our onum brains y and th* opinion that tve bring 
^ To make that only true <we noiv intend) 
Will leave us ne er an underfianding friend, 
Thereforey fcr goodnefs' fak^y as yon are kfto^wn ^ 
Thefirft an^bappieft hearers of the to^ny * •* ' 
^Be fady as lue ivould make ye. Think before ye' {2) 
/The very perfons of our noble fioryy 
As they nuere living : think, you fee them great y ■ 
And foUowo^ d nxH^ the general throng, and fnveat 
Of thoufand friends ; Theny in a momenty fee 
Hovjfoon this might inefs meets mifery ! 
Andy ifjou can be merry theny Pll fay y ^ ^ 

A man may njoeep upon his <wedding day. 

(1) ■ er to fee a Ttllovr 

Jn a long motfy Coat,] Alluding to the Fools and Buffoons^ introduced 
for the generality in the Plays a little before our Author's Time : 
^ and of whom he has left us a fmall Tafte in hit own. 

(a) Think ye kc 

Tben/ery Perfons of our noble Story,] Why the Rhyme fhould have 

been interrupted here, when it was fo cafily to be fupplied, I cann«t 

conceive^ I^can only be accounted for from the Negligence of the 

A-efsj or the Tranfcribcit ; and thwtfwt Wivit m^^^T»^«u^V^\«i 

replace it^ * "^^^ 
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t 

SCENE, An Antechamber in the Pakce, 

Enter the Duke j/^NorfoIk, at one door : at the other thi 
Dirf^ 2^-Buckingham, and the Lord Ahtrg^Lwetiny. 

Buckingham. 
)ttrj|^^"tWJOOD morrow, and well met. How have 
M p V^ you done, X 

j|j^ ^ ^ Since laft we faw in prance ? 
W y^ «^ Nor, I thank your Grace : 
«^«. jn^s Heanhful, and ever fince a frefh admirer 
Of what I faw there. 

Buck, An untimely ague 
Staid me a prifoner in my chamber, when 
Thofe funs of glory, thofe two lights of mem. 
Met in the vale of Arde. 

Nor. *Twixt Gwtynes and Jrde :■ 
I was then prefent, faw *em falute on horfe-bacfc^ 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they dung, 
Iri their embracement, as they grew together ; 
Which had they, what fow thron'd oaes c«uld have 
weigh'd 
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S'j ■' ' " TT oonnded one ? 

■•'it. A i 1 the whole time, 
I w -r. my chan.ber's prifoner. 

iVcf Then you loft 
The vffw oi" earthly glory : men might fay, 
I'ili this time Pomp was finele, but now many'd. 
To oiic above itfelf. Each following day 
Becane th-; next day*s matter, 'till tne laA 
Ma e former wonders, its. To-day the French^ 
All c!inq 'ant, all in gold, like heathen gods. 
Shone down the Englijb ; and to-morrow they 
Made Britain^ India : every man that ftood, 
Shew'd like a mine. Their dwarfifh pages were 
As Cherubins, all gilt ; the Madams too. 
Not us'd to toil, did almoft fweat to bear 
The pride upon them ; that their very labour 
Was to them as a painting. Now this maflt 
Was cry'd, incomparable ; and th* enfuing night 
Made it a fool and beggar. The two Kings, 
Equal in luftre, were now beft, now worft^ 
As prcfence did prefent them ; him in eye. 
Still him in praife ; and^ being prefent both« 
*Twas faid, they faw but one ; and no difcerner 
Durft wag his tongue in cenfure. When thefe funs 
(For fo they phra^ 'em) by their herald* chaUeag'iA 
The noble fpirits to arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought's compafs ; that old fabulous ftorje. 
(Being now feen poiSble enough) got credit ; 
That J £evis was belicv'd. 

JSuci, Oh, you go far. 

Nor» As 1 belong to worihip, and aficft 
In honour, honefty ; the trad of every thing 
Would by a good difcourfer lofe fome life. 
Which adion's felf was tongue to. All was royal ; (j) 

t Tbh ofd romantUk legend of Bevis of Southampton. Thi» Bemit 
(or, Beawveis) a Saxon, was for bis Prowefs created hy William the 
Conqueror Earl of Soktbamptan : Of whom, Cambden \jx fais Sritamriam 

Mick, ja vfas royitlm ^ 
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"To the difpofing of it nought reBell'd ; 
Order gave each thing view ; the office did 
Diftin^ly his full fundlion. 

Buck, Who did guide, 
I mean, who fet the-body and. the limbs 
Of this great ijport together, as you gucfs ? 

Nor, One, lure, that promifes no element 
In fuch a bufinefs. 

Buck. Pray you, who, my Lord ? 

Nor, All this was ordered by the good difcretion 
Of the right rev'fend Cardinal of TorL ' 

Buck. The devil fpced him ! no mah's pye is freed 
from his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in thefe -fierce vanities ? I wonder. 
That fuch a ketch can with his very bulk . 
Take up the rays o'th' beneficial fun, 
And keep it from the earth. 

Nor, Yet, furely. Sir, 
There's in him fluff that puts him to thefe ends. 
For being not propt by anceftry, whofe grace 
Chalks fuccefTors their way ; noi' call'd upon 
For high feats dorfe to th' crown ; neither ally'd 
To eminent affiftants ; but fpider-like 

Out of his felf-drawn web ; this gives us note. 

The force of his own merit makes his way ; 
A gift that heaven gires for him, which buys 
A place next to the King. 

Aher, I cannot tell ^ 

What heaven hath giv'n him ; let fome graver eye 
Pierce into that : but I can {be his pride 

T* ihe dlft>cfiig of It Nimzbt reielTdi 

Order ga-ve each Tbijtg Vuitr, 7be Ofice did 

DiftinSfly bis full Furaion. Who did, &c. 
Thus hitherto the& Speeches h»ve -been regulated : but, I thiulB, 
miftakingly. Buckingham could not with any propriety fay this ; 
for he wanted Information as to the Magnificence, having kept his 
Chamber with an Ague during the Solemnity. I have therefore 
ventured to fplit the Speeches, fo %% to %TNt xVk«m'^\Otjaisk^>sc\, Sr5««b* 
the Pcf/bns ipcaking 5 wUhoutViaiaxtfwnj^tSkfe Kja.'Cara^^^^'^'^'^'^ 
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Peep through each part of him ; whence has he that ! (4) 
If not from hell, the devil is a niggard. 
Or has giv'n all before ; and he begins 
A new hell in himfelf. 

BtuL Why the devil. 
Upon this French going out, took he upon him. 
Without the privity o'th' King, t'appoint 
Who fhould attend him ? he makes up the file 
Of all the gentry; for the moft part fuch. 
To whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon : And his own letter 
(The honourable board of council out) 
Muil fetch in him he papers. 

Jher, I do know 
Kinfmen of mine, three at the leail:, that have 
By this fo ficken'd their eftates, that never 
They fhall abound as formerly. 

Buc^. O, many 
Have broke their hacks with laying manours on 'em 
For this great journey. What did this vanity 
But minifter communication of 
A mofk poor iflue ? 

Nor, Grievingly, I think, 
The peace between the French and us not value* 
The coft, that did conclude it. 

Buck. Ev^ery man, 
After the hideous llorm that followed, was 
A thing infpir'd ; and not confulting, broke 
Into a general prophefy, that this tempeft, 
Dafliing the garment of this peace, aboded 
The fudden breach on't. 

Ner. Which is budded out : 
For France hath llaw'd the league, and hath attached 
Our merchants' goods at Bourdeaux, 

Aher, Is it therefore 
Th? ambaifrador is filcnc'd ? 

(4) I ; nvbence has b£ that, 

Jf not from Htllt the Devfi] Thus has this PalTage been pointed 
JmdJJ the Editions 5 but tlic very Inftttticc, v)\A«;\x\&tcaAft.>&^Ti it^ 
dut^$ the Sf fipt as 1 have rczuUt^ tV^^m. 
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Nor, Marry, is't. 

Aher. A proper title of a peace, and purchased 
At a fuperfluous rate ! - ^ 

Buck. Why, all this bufinefs 
Our rev'rend Cardinal -carried. 
• Nor. Like it your Grace, 
The (late takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the Cardinal. I advife you, 
(And take it from a heart, that wifhes tow'rds you 
Honour and plenteous fafety ;) that you read 
The Cardinal's malice and his potency 
Together . to confider further, that 
What his high hatred would effect, wants not 
A minifter in his pow'r. You know his nature. 
That he's revengeful ; and, I know, his- fword 
Hath a fharp edge : it's long, and, 't may be faid. 
It reaches far ; and where 'twill not extend. 
Thither he darts it. Bofom.up my counfel. 
You'll find it wholefome. Lo, where comes that rock. 
That I advife your fhunning. 

E/iter Cardinal Wol fey, the furfe borne before hiniy certain 
of the guardy and t^o fecretaries ivith Papers ; the 
Cardinal in his pajfage fixeth his eye^ on Buckingham, 
and Buckinghanj on hinty both full of difdain, 

WoL The Duke 6f Buckingham's furveyor ? ha ? 
Where's his examination ? 

Seer, Here, fo pleafe you. 

WoL Is he in perfon ready? 

Seer, Ay, an't pleafe your Grace. 

Wol. Well, we (hall then know more ^ 
And Buckingham fhall lefTen this big look. . 

\Exeunt Cardinal and his train* 

Buck. This butcher's cur is venom-mouth'd, and I 
Have not the pow'r to muzzle him ; therefore beft 
Not wake him in his flumber. A beggar's book 
Out-worths a noble's blood. 

Ncr. What, are you chaf'd \ 
Alk God for temp'rance j tiiaCs >ii* ^^-^Xvax^^^ w^^ %^ 
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Which yonr difeafe requires. 

Buck, I read in's looks 
Matter againft me, and his cyc rcvil-d 
Me as his abjedi ohyeB, ; at this inftant 
He bores me with (ome trick, he's gone tO th' King; 
1*11 follow and oiit-ftare him. • 

Nor, Stay, my Lord ; 
And let your reafon with your choler qnefiion 
What *tis you go about. To climb Jlccp hills. 
Requires flow pace at firft. Anger is like 
A tuU-hot horfe, who being allow'd his way. 
Self-mettle tires him : not a man in England 
Can advife me, like you : be to yourfelf. 
As you would to your friend. 

Buck. 1*11 to the King, 
And from a mouth ©f honour quite cry down 
This Ipfwich fellow*s infolence ; or proclaim. 
There's dHPrence in no perfons. 

Nor, Be advis'd ; 
Heat not a furnace for your foe fo hot. 
That it do fmge yourfelf. We may opt-run 
By violent fwiftnefs, that which we run at ; 
And lofe by over-running : know you not. 
The fire that mounts the liquor 'till't run o'er. 
Seeming t'au^^ment it, .waftes it ? be advis'd : 
I fay again, there is no Englijh foul 
More itronger to direft you than yourfelf; 
If with the Tap of reafon you would quench* 
Or but allay, the fire of paffion. 

Buck, Sir, 
I'm thankful to you, and I'll go ilong 
By your prefcription ; but this top-proud fellow^ 
Whom from the flow of gaJJ I name not, but 
From fincere motions ; by intelligence. 
And proofs as clear as founts in July, when 
We fee each grain of gravel, I do know 
To, be corrupt and treafonous. 

North, Say not, treafonous. 

w^^^/. To th'Kingrilfay't,aTvdtii2LVtm'!}NCi>w^^^afe^ 
JUs Uiorc of rock. Attcivd. TVos VoVj Iw^ 
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Or wolf, or both, (for he is equal ravenous. 
As he is fubtle ; and as prone to mifchief. 
As able to perform't ;) his mind and place 
Infefting one another, yea, reciprocally. 
Only to fhew his pomp, as well in France 
As here at home, fuggefts the King our matter 
To this laft coftly treaty, th' interview. 
That fwallow'd fo much treafure, and like a glafs 
Did break i'th' rinfing. 
Nor. 'Faith, and fo it did. 

Buck, Pray, give me favour. Sir,— -This cunning 
Cardinal 
Th' articles o'th' combination drew, 
' As himfelf pleas'd : and they were ratify'd. 

As he cry'd, let it be to as much end. 

As give a crutch to th* dead. But our Court- Cardinal 

Has done this, and 'tis well for worthy Wol/ey^ 

Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, 
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy ' 
To th' old dam, treafon ;) Charles the Emperor, 
Under pretence to fee the Queen his aunt, 
(For 'twas indeed his colour, but he came 
To whifper IVolfey ) here makes vifitation : 
His fears were, that the interview betwixt 
England and France might through their amity 
Breed him fome prejudice ; for from this league 
Peep'd harms, that menac'd him. He privily j 
Deals with our Cardinal, and, as I trow. 
Which I do well — for, I am fure, the Emperor 
Paid ere he promised, whereby his fuit was granted. 
Ere it was alk'd. But when the way was made. 
And pav'd with gold ; the Emp'ror thus defir'd. 
That he would pleafe to alter the King's courfe. 
And break the forefaid peace. L^ the King know, 
(As foon he (hall by me) that thus the Cardinal 
Does buy and fell his honour as he pleafes. 
And for his own advantage* 

Nor. I am forry 
T^hear this of him ; and co\A.dL m^» -^k^Ql^^^x^ 
Something miftakcn irft. ^^ 
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Buck. No, not a fyllable : 
I do pronounce him in that very fhape. 
He ihall appear in proof. 

£ff/^r Brandon, a Serjeant at arms hefori bim^ OMdi^ 
or three of the guard. 

Bran. Your office, Serjeant ; execute it. 
Serj. Sir, 
My Lord the Duke of Buckingham^ and £arl 
Oi Hertford^ Stafford^ ztA Northampton^ I 
Arreft thee of high treafon, in the name 
Of our moft fov'reign Kine. 
Buck, Lo you, my Lord, 
The net has fall'n upon me ; I ihall perifh 
Under device and pradlicc. 

Bran. I am forry 
To fee you ta'en from liberty, to look on 
The bufinefs prefent. 'Tis his Highncfs' pleafore 
You ihall to th* fvwer. 

Buck. It will help me nothing 
V To plead mine innocence ; for that dye is on me. 
Which makes my whit'ft part black. The will of heav^B 
Be done in this and all things ! I obey. 
O my Lord Jherga^ny^ fare ye well. 

Bran. Nay, he muft bear you company. The King 
Is pleas'd you ihall to th' To^er, 'till you know 
How he determines further. 
Jber. As the Duke faid. 
The will of heav'n be done, and the ELing's pleafure 
By me obey'd ! 

Bran. Here is a warrant from 
The King, t*attach Lord Montague ; and the bodies 
. Of the Duke's ConfelTor, John de la Courts 
^^ And Gilbert Peck^ his chancellor, (5) 

(5)- One Cilbert Peck, bis C^un&llor.] So the old Copies ha^e it, 
but, I, from the Authorities of Hall and HoVtngJhtad, changed it to I 
Chanceiior. And our Poet hiixlfelf, in the Beginning of the fdcond I 
A6i, vouches for this CoTte£\ioii. 

At which ; appetar^d againji biw bii Suroejwr^ 

Sir Gilbert Pe«k hU CkwiU^w ^^ 
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Buck, So, fo; 
Thefe are the limbs o'th' plot ; no more, I hope ? 

Bran, A monk o*th' Chartreux, 

BucL Nicholas Hopkins ? (6) 

Bran, He. 

Buck. My furveyor is falfe, the o'er-great Cardinal 
Hath fhew'd him gold ; my life is fpann'd already : 
I am the fhadow of poor Buckinghamy 
Whofe figure ev*n this inftant cloud puts on^ 
By darkening my clear fun. My Lord, farewel. [Exeunt* 

SCENE changes to the Council-Chamber. 

Cornet, Enter King Henry, leaning on the CardinaPs 
Jhoulder ; the Nohles^ and Sir Thomas Lovell 5 the 
Cardinal places him/elf under the King^s feet^ on hi$ 
right-fide, 

King.'^lfTi life itfelf, and the beft heart of it, [level 
i.VX Thanks you for this great caie : I ftood i*th' 
Of a full-charg'd confederacy, and give thanks 
To you that chok'd it. Let be call'd before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham's in perfon j 
I'll hear him his confeffions juftify. 
And point by point the treafons of his matter 
He fhall again relate. 

A noife within, crying^ Room for the Queen. Enter the 
Queen ujher^d by the Dukes of Norfolk, and Suffolk : 
Jhe kneels, The King rifeth from his ft ate ^ takes her ttpy 
kijfes and placeth her by him, 

^een. Nay, we muft longer kneel ; I am a fuitor. . 

King, Arife, and take your place by us ; half your fuic 
Never name to us j you have half our power : 
The other moiety, ere you afk, is given ; 

(6) Michael Jfopkttii ?] So all the old Co^t» Vft^ '-*.% -wft^^ V^ 
Mr. Scwe and Mr. Pop* from them. '&>&t.\i«c« %v^ikV| ^^>wfi«^^ 
thfi ChioDiclcs, 1 have given the tru«'^«adA&^ _ __.^^ 
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Repeat yonr will, and take it. 

^een. Thank vour Majefty« 
That you would love yourfelf, and in that love 
Not unconfider'd leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the poiat 
Of my petition. 

King. Lady mine, proceed. 

^ueen, I am follicited, not by a few. 
Ana thofe of true condition, that your fubjeds 
Are in great grievance. There have been commifiona 
Sent down among 'em, which have flaw'd the heart 
Of all their loyalties ; wherein although [7i WcAfey. 
(My good Lord Cardinal) they vent reprpaches 
Moft bitterly on you, as putter on 
Of thefe exadions ; yet the King our matter 
(Whofe honour heav'n Ihield from foil) ev'n he Tcapes Mt 
Language unmannerly ; yea fuch, which breaks 
The fides of loyalty, and almoft appears 
In loud rebellion. 

Nor. Not almoft appears, 
It doth appear ; for, upon thefe taxations. 
The clothiers all, not able to maintain -^ 

The many to them 'longing, have put off" 
The fpinfters, carders, fullers, weavers ; who. 
Unfit for other life, compelled by hunger 
And lack of other means, in deip'Mte manner 
Daring th* event to th' teeth, are all in uproar. 
And danger ferves among them. 

King. Taxation ? 
Wherein ? and what taxation ? my Lord Cardinal, 
You, that are blam'd for it alike with us. 
Know you of this taxation ? 

fToJ. Pleafe you. Sir, 
i know but of a Angle part in aught 
Pertains to th' ftate, and front but in that file 
Where others tell fteps with me. 

%^^». No, my Lord, 
You know no more than others : but you frame 
Things that are known aWke, vi\C\t\v»^\vcx>wV«AR^<«DUB 
To tbofe which would not tno^N x^c^m, wA-j«t.^^^^^ 
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Perforce be their ^acquaintance. Thefe exadions 
(Whereof my Sovereign wpuld have note) they are 
Moft peftilenc to th' hearing; and, to bear 'cm. 
The back is facrifice to th' load ; they fay, 
They are devis'd by you, or elfc you fuffer 
Too hard an exclamation. 

Ki^rg. Still, exa^lion ! 
The nature of it, in what kind let's know 
Is this exadion ? 

:^en, I am much too vent'rous 
In tempting of your patience, but am bolden'd 
Under your promis'd pardon. The fubje6ts' grief 
Comes through commiffions, which compel from each 
The fixth part of his fubftance, to be levy'd 
Without delay ; and thepretence for this 
Is nam'd, your wars in France. This makes bold mouths^ 
Tongues fpit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them ; All their curfes now 
Live where their pray'rs did ; and it's come to pafs. 
That tradable obedience is a flave 
To each incenfcd will. I would, your Highnefs 
Would give it quick confideration, for 
There is no primer bafencfs* 

Kin^* By my life, 
This IS againft our plcafure. 

WoL And for me, 
I have no further gone in this, than by 
A fingle voice ; and that not pafl me, but 
By learned approbation of the judges. 
If I'm traduc'd by tongues, which neither know 
My faculties, nor perion ; yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing 5 let me fay, 
'Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue muft go through : we muft not ftint 
Our neceffary adions, in the fear • 

To cope malicious cenfurers ; which ever. 
As rav'nous fifhes do a veffel follow 
That is new trimm'd ; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oC\.^^\i^*k^ 
By 6ck int«rprctcrs, or yttik. txosAyV^ -^^v 
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Not ours, or not allow'd : what word, as oft 
Hitting a groffer <juality, is cry'd up . 
For our beft aft : if we ftand ftill, in fear 
Our motion will be mock'd or carped at. 
We (hould take root here where we fit : 
Or fit ftate-flatues only. 

King, Things done well. 
And with a care, exempt themfelves from fear : 
Things do;ie without example, in their iflue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent 
Of this commiflion ? I believe, not any. " 
We muft not rend our fubjefts from our lawf. 
And flick them in our will. Sixth part of each ! 
A trembling contribution !— why, we take 
From ev'ry tree, lop, bark, and part o*th* timber :. 
And though we leave it with a root, thus hackt. 
The air will drink the fap. To ev'ry county. 
Where this is queflion'd, fend our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has deny'd 
1 he force of this commiflion : pray, look tb*t; 
I put it to your care. 

WoL A word with you. [To the SeanUay* 

Let there be letters writ to ev'ry fbire. 
Of the King's grace and pardon : The griev'd commons 
Hardly conceive of me, let it be nois'd. 
That, through our interceflion, this revokement 
And pardon comes ; I ftiall anon advife you 
Further in the proceeding. [Exit Secretary^ 

Enter Surrueyor, 

^ueen, I'm forry, that the Duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your difpieafure. 

King, It grieves many ; 
The gentleman is learn 'd, a moft rare fjpeaker. 
To nature none more bound : his training fuch. 
That he may furnifh and inftruft great teachers. 
And never feek for aid out of himfelf. 
Yet fee, when noble benefits fhall prove 
Not v/cW difpos'd, the mixid ^lowm^ wi^ka cAtm^jt, ' 
They t\xm to vidous fotxaa, Xfiii ^aswa TBS«fe ^'S&^n ^^^. 
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Than ever they were fair. This man fo compleat. 
Who was enroll'd 'mongft wonders, and when wc, 
Almofl with lift'ning ravifh'd, could not find 
His hour of fpeech, a minute ; he, my lady. 
Hath into monftrous habits put the graces 
That once were his ; and is become as black. 
As if befmear'd in hell. Sit, you (hall hear 
(This was his gentleman in truft) of him 
Things to ftrike honour fad. Bid him recount 
The fore-recited praAices, whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

U^ol. Stand forth, and with bold fpirit relate, what you» 
Moll like a careful fubjedl have colleded 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham, 

King, Speak freely. 

Sur'v, Firft, it was ufual with him, ev'ry day 
It would infedl his fpeech, that if the King 
Should without iffue die, he'd carry it fo 
To make the fccpter his. Thefe very word's 
I've heard him utter to his fon-in-law,. 
Lord Aberga'ny^ to whom by oath he menaced 
Revenge, upon the Cardinal, 

Jf^oL Pleafe your Hi&^hnefs, note , 

His dangerous conception in this point : 
Not friended by his wifh to your high perfon. 
His will is moft malignant, and it flretches 
Beyond you to your friends. 

Queen, My learn'd Lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with charity. 

King, Speak on ; 
How grounded he hi.s title to the crown, 
Upon our fail ? to this point haft thou heard him 
At any time fpeak aught? 

Sur'v, He was brought to this. 
By a vainprophefy of Nicholas Hopkins, (7) 

King* 

(7) By a vain Prophecy of Nicholas H e n t o n,] We heurd Ijc- 
fore, from Brandon, of one Nicholat H<^Vm&\ %xw^ tkow Vv^'^'w©*. >!^ 
tjiang'd into Hentvn | fo that Braniw, %sA. Ooft ^^an^va ^'ws^ ^ 
O4 
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King. What was that Hopkins f 

Surv, Sir, a Cbartreux Friar, 
His confefTor, who fed him every minate 
With words of Sovereignty. 

King. How know'ft thou this ? 

^ttrv. Not long before your Highnefs fped to Framty 
The Duke being at the Rofe^ within the pariih 
St. Lawrence Poult ney^ did of me demand 
What was the fpeech among the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey ? I reply'd. 
Men fear'd, the French would prove perfidious. 
To the King's danger : prefently the Duke 
Said, 'twas the fear, indeed ; and that he doubted, 
'Twould prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy Monk ; that oft, fays he. 
Hath fent to me, wifhing me to permit 
John de la Court ^ my chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a matter of fbme moment : 
Whom after under the Confeffion's feal (8) 
He folemnly had fwom, that, what he fpoke, 
My Chaplain to no creature living, but 
To me, ihould utter; with demure confidence. 



be in two Stories. There h, however but one and the funt 
I'erfon, ineant, Hopkins ^ as I have reftor*d it in the Text, for Per- 
f;:icoity's Salce*: yet will it not be any Difficulty to account for the 
other Name, when we come to ccnfidcr, that be was a Monk of 
the Convert, call'd Henton, near Brifl^L So both hall and NoliKg- 
/&W acquaint us. And he might, according to the Cuftom of thofe 
Times, be call'd as well Nicholas of Hentojt, from the Hace j at 
Jlopkinsf from his Family. 

(g) upder the Commiflioo'i Seal, 

He folemnly had fworn,'] So all the Editions down from the very 
beginning. But, what Commijiorrs Seal ? That is a QuefiJop, I dare 
i'ay, none of our diligent Editors ever afked themfelvcs. The Text 
muft be reftor*d, as I have corredled it j and-honeft Helingjhcad, 
from whom our Author took the Subflance of this FafTage, may be 

caird in as a Teflimony. *< The 'Duke in Talk told the 

*« Monk, that he had done very well to bind his Chaplain, John* 
" de laGturt, under the Sca\ ot ConffJJioii, Xo\uw.'^lMa«L^^a«Sx wUt- 
t' terr Fid. Uit of IJesr^ V \U, ^. %6^, ^^^^ 
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fTkas patifiiigly enfu'd ; — Neither the King, nor's hdra 
(Tell you the Duke) fhall p.rofper; bid him ftrivc 
To gain the love o'th* commonalty ; the Duke 
Shall govern Englm^. 

^een. If I know you welU 
You were the Duke's furveyor, and lofl your office: 
On the complaint o'th' tenants ; take good heed,, 
You charge not in your fpleen a noble perfon^ • 
And fpojU your nobler foul : I fay, take heed ;. ^ 
Yes, heartily I befeech you.. 

King. Let him on. 
Go forward. 

Sur*v. On my foul, PU fpeak but truth. 
I told my Lord the Duke, by th' deviPs illu/ibns 
The Monk might be deceiv'd ; and that ^twas dang'roitv 
For him to ruminate on this,, until 
It forg'd him fome defign, whicK, being believ'd> 
It was much like to do : he anfwer'd, tuih, , 
It can do me no damage : addine further. 
That had the King in his lail ficknefs fi^l'd^ 
The Cardinal's and Sir Thomas LofuelPs heads, 
Should have gone oC 

King. Ha! what fo rank? ah, ha =— • 

There's mifchief in this man ; canft thou fay further ? 

Surv. I can my JJi^ge. 

King, Proceed* 

Sur^, Bein|; at GnenwicJ^ 
After your Highnefs had reprov'd the Duke 
About Sir fVilliam Blome r ■ ■ " 

King. I reijiember - 
Of fuch a time, he- being my Avorn fcrvant. 
The; Duke retain'd him his. But on ; what hence ? 

Surnf. If, quoth he,, I for this had been committed^ 
As to the ^qvfr, I thought; I would have play'd 
The part my father meant ta ad upon 
Th' ufurper Richard^ who, being at Salijhuiy, 
Made fuit to come in's prefence ; which, it granted^ 
(As he made femblance of his duty)' would 
Have put his knife into MmK 

'Sj»g^ A giant traitor \ ^ 

O s 
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^0/.Now, Madam, may his Highnefs live in freedom, 
A^d this man out of prifon ? 

^ueen. God mend all ! 

KinF.There's fomething more would out of thee ; what 
fa/ft? 

Surv. After the Duke his father with the knife,—— 
He ftretch'd him, and with one h^nd on his dagger^ 
Another fpread on's bread, mounting his eyes. 
He did difcharge a horrible oath, whofe tenour 
Was, were he evil-us'd, he would out-go 
His father, by as much as a performance 
^ Does an irrefolute purpofe. ^ 

King. There's his period,* 
To fheath his knife in us ; he is attached. 
Call him to prefent trial ; if he may 
Find mercy in the law, 'tis his ; if none. 
Let him not feek't of us : by day and night. 
He's traitor to the height. [Exiwa* 

SCENE, an Apartment in the Palace. 
Enter Lord Chafnherlain^ and Lord Saads. 

Cham,^S^t poffible, the fpells o£ France flioald jugglf 
X Men into fuch ftrange myileries f 
Sands, New cuftoms. 
Though they be never fo ridiculous, 
"Nay, let 'em be unmanly, yet are follow'd. 

Cham, As far as I fee, all the good our EngUJh 
Have got by the laft voyage, is but merely 
A fit or two o'th' face, but they are ihrewd ones ; 
For when they hold 'em, you would fwear dire£tly - 
Their very nofes had been counfellors 
To Fepin or Cktharius, they keep ftate fo, 
Sands, They've all new legs, and lame ones; one 
would take it, 
(That never faw 'em pace before) the fpavia 
And ipring-halt reign'd among 'em. 

CJham. Death \ my Lord, 
Tbeir deaths arc after fuch ^ ^^%^^ ^^x v»,. ^^Xj^ 
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That, iure, they've worn out chriftendom: how now ^ 
What news. Sir Thomas Lo*vell? 

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Lov, Faith, my Lord. 
I hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That's clap'd upon the court-gate. 

Cham. What is't for? 

Lo<v, The reformation of our travell'd gallants. 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 

Cham. I'm glad, 'tis there; now I would pray ouf^ 
Monfieurs 
To think an Englijh courtier may be wife. 
And never fee the Lowvre. 

Lov, They muft either 
(For fo run the conditions) leave thofe remnants 
Of fool and feather, that they got in France ; 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, as fights and fire-works ; 
Abufing better men than they can be. 
Out of a foreign wifdom; clean renouncing 
The faith they have in tennis, and tall ftockings. 
Short- bolfter'd breeches, and thofe types of travel; 
And underftand again like honefl men. 
Or pack to their old play- fellows ; there, I take it. 
They may, cum prin/itegioy wear away 
The lag-end of their lewdnefs, and oe laugh'd at. 

Sands n 'Tis time to give them phy fie k, their diieaies 
Are grown fo catching. » 

Cham, What a lofs our ladies 
Will have of thefe trim vanities I 

Ltyv, Ay, marry. 
There will be woe indeed, Lords; the fly whorefons 
Have got a fpeeding trick to lay down Ladies : 
A Fremh fong and a fiddle has no fellow. 

Sands. The devil fiddle 'em ! I'm glad, they*re going : 
For, fure, there*s no converting 'em : now. Sirs, 
An honcft country Lord, as I ftm, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his |^laia Cqiv^^ 
And have an hour of hearing ^xA> >a^'*x \j^^> v»^>A. 
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Held cuiTcnt mufick too. 

Cham. Well faid. Lord Sands % 
Yonr colt's tootk is not caft yet? 

Sands. No, my Lord, 
Nor fhall not, while I have a ftomp* 

Cham. Sir Tbomas^ 
Whither are you going ? 

Low, To the cardinal's ; 
Your Lordihip is a gueft too. 

Cham, O, *tis true ; 
This night he makes a fupper^ and a great one. 
To many Lords and Ladies ; there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom, I'll afTure you. 

Lov, That churchman bears a bounteous mind^ indeed) 
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us^ 
His dew falls ev'ry where. 

Cham, No doubt, he's noble ; 
He had a black mouth, that faid other of him. 

Sands, He may, my Lord,h'as wherewithal : in him, (9) 
Sparing would fhew a worfe fin than ill do£lrine» 
Men of his way ihould be moft liberal. 
They're fet here for examples. 

Cham, True, they are fo ; 
But few now give fo great ones : my barge flays ; ' 
Your Lordfhip fhall along : come,; good Sir Thomasp 
We Ihall be late elfe, which I would not be. 
For I was (poke to, with Sir Hefiry Guil/ord, 
This night to be comptrollers.' 

Sands, I'm your Lordihip 's. \Exeunt. 

{9 ) ■ h'as vfherewithal in him ; 

Sparing would Jktiv &c.] Thus this has hitherto been falfely pointed. 
The vtberewitbaiy intCHded by Lord Sandsy was not in the Cardinal^* 
internal Wealth, the Boonty of his Mind; but the Goods of For- 
tune, his oatward Treafures, large Revenues 9 which would bafC 
'Aggravated the Sia of Parfisnony in him. 
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SCENE (hanges to York-houfc. 

Hdulbvfs, A JmalltahU under a ftatefsr the Cardtnaly 
a longer table for the guefis. Then enter Anne Bulled , 
and di'vers other ladies and gentlenvomen^ as guejis^ at 
one door \ at another door^ enter $ir Henry Gnilford* 

GuiLX AdieSy a gen'ral welcome from his Grace 

\ ^ Salutes ye all : this night he dedicate^ 
To fair content and you : none here, he hopes. 
In all this noble' bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad : he would have all as meny^ 
As, firft-good company, good wine, good wekcme, (lo) 
Can make good people. 

Enter Lord Chamherhun^ Lord Sands and LovelL 

my Lord, y'are tardy ; 

The very thoughts of this fair company 

Clap'd wings to me. 

Cham, You're young. Sir Harty Guilford, 
Sands. Sir Thomas Lovellj had the Cardinal 

But half my lay-thoughts in him, fome of thefe 

Should find a running banquet, ere theyreftedr 

1 think, would better pleafe 'em : by my life. 
They are a'fweet fociety of fair ones. 

Lov. O, that your Lordfhip were but now caoafcflbr 
To one or two of thefe. 

Sands. I would, I were; 
They ihould find eafy penance. 

Lo<v. 'Faith, how eafy ? 

S^nds. As eafy, as a down-bed would ailbrd it. 

(10) Asf firft, good Company, good Tf^tnet Ac] As this PafTage 
has been ail along pointed, Sir Harry Gmlford is made to include 
all thefe under the firft Article ; and then gives us the drop as to 
what fhpuld follow. The Poet, 1 am perfuaded, wrocej 

As firft-good Company, good ff^tne, good We!eowtt, 8cc, 
i* e. he would have you as merry as thefe three TVah^i^ ^xg^. tbcSSsk 
you, the hcSL Company in the lAnd> oi ^^X^&.'^^mJi^ V*^'^ ^^vs^^v 
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Cham, Sweet ladies, will it pleafe voa fit ? Sir Harry, 
Place you that fide, 111 take the charge of tku : 
His Grace is entrinp; nay, you mufl not freeze; 
Two women, plac'd together, make cold weather : 
My Lord Sands^ you are one will keep 'em waking ; 
Pray, fit between thefe ladies. 

Satub. By my faith. 
And thank your Lordfhip. By your leave, fweet ladies; 
If I diance to talk a little wild, forgive me : 
I had it from my father. 

Awu. Was he mad, Sir? 

Sands. Oy very mad, exceeding mad, in lave too;w 
But he would bite none ; juft as I do now. 
He'd kifs you twenty with a breath. 

Cham. Well faid, my Lord : 
So, now y'are fairly feated : gentlemen. 
The penance lies on you, if thefe fair ladies 
Pafs away frowjiing. 

Sands. For my little cure. 
Let me alone. 

Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wolfey, and takes hisftate. 

WoL Y'are welcome, my fair guefts ; that noble lady,. 
Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 
Is not my friend. This, to confirm my welcome ; 
And to you all good health. [Drinks. 

Sands^ Your Grace is noble : 
Let me have fuch a bowl may hold my th^nks^ 
And iave me fo much talking. 

IVoL My Lord Sandsy 
I am beholden to you ; cheer your neighbour ; 
Ladies, you are not merry; gentlemen, 
Whofe fault is this ? 

Sands, The red wine firft muft rife 
In their fair cheeks, my Lord, then we ihall have 'em 
Talk us to filence. 

Anne. You're a merry gamefter. 
My Lord Sands, 

Sa/tds. Yes, if I make my play : 
Here's to your Ladyihip, aiKid p\^^^<^ \x, \l^^^ani\ 
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For *tis fo fttch a thing— 

Arme, You cannot fhew me. 

^ands. I told your Grace, that they would talk anon.- 
[Drum and. trumpets, chambers difcharged* 

WoL What's that? 

Cham. Look out there, fome of ye. 

WoL What warlike voice. 
And to what end is this ? nay, ladies, fear not; 
By all the laws of war y'are privileg'd. 

Enter a Servant* 

Cham. How now, what is*t ? 

Ser'v, A noble troop of ftrangers. 
For fo they feem, have left their barge and landed; 
And hither make, as great ambafladors 
From foreign Princes. 

Wol. Good Lord Chaniberlain, 
Go, give 'cm welcome ; you can fpeak \!tit French tongue $ 
And, pray, receive 'em nobly, and condu6l*em 
Into our prefence, where this heav'n of beauty 
Shall fhine at full upon them. Some attend him. 

[All arife, and tables removed^ 
You've now a broken banquet, but we'll mend it. 
A good digeilion to you all ; and, once more, 
I ihow'r a welcome on ye : welcome all. 

Hautboys, Enter King and others as Majkers, habited Uk^ 
Shepherds^ ujher^d by the Lord Chamberlain, They pafi 
dire&ly before the Cardinal, and gracefully falute him. 

A noble company ! what are their pleafures ? 

Cham, Becaufe they fpeak^o Englijh, thus thy prayed 
To tell your Grace, that having heard by fame 
Of this fo noble and fo fair affembly. 
This night to meet here, they could do no lefs. 
Out of the great refped they bear to beauty. 
But leave their flocks, and under your fair condud 
Crave leave to view thefe ladies, and entreat 
An hour of revels witl^'em. 

Wol, Say, XiOrd Chambetlsdn^ 
They've done my poor houfc jtaw \ te "^^^^^Y^^^ 
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A thoufand thanks, and pray 'em, take their pleafuei* 
tChu/e ladies^ itift^ and Anne Bnllen* 

King. The feireft hand 1 ever touched! O beauty, 
*TiU now I ne\rer knew thee. \Mu/kk. Dance. 

WoL My Lord, 

Cham. Your Grace.—— 

IToL Pray tell 'em thus much from me: 
There ihonld be one amongft 'em by his perfoA 
More worthy this place than myielf, to whom. 
If I but knew him, with my love and duty 
I would furrender it. . [ITht^* 

Cham. I will, my Lord. 

fToL What fay they? 

Cham. Such a one, they all confefs. 
There is, indeed ; which they would have your Grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

If^oL Let me fee then : 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen, here I'll make 
My royal choice. 

King. You've found him, Cardinal : 
You hold a fair alfembly : you do well, Lord. 
You are a churchman, or, I'll tell you. Cardinal* 
I fhould judge now unhappily. 

IFoI. I'm glad. 
Your Grace is grown fo pleafanti 

King. My Lord Chamberlain, 
i^r'ythee, come hither, what fair lady's that I 

Cham. An\ pleafe your Grace, Sir Thomas BuHen^i 
daughter, 
(The Vifcount Rochford^ one of her Highnefs' wome^n 

King. By heaven, (he's a dainty one : fweet heart> 
I were unmannerly to take you out, \To Anne Bullen» 
And not to kifs you. A health, gentlemen, v 

Let it go round. 

Wol. Sir Thwias Lovell^ is the banquet ready 
I'th' privy chamber ? 

Lov. Yes, my Lord. 

}FoL Your Grace, • 

/ fear, with dancing is a \\u\t Y^^^Xt^*^ 
-iXsjf. I fear, toomuclu 
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WoL There's frefher air, my Lord, 
In the next chamber. 

King, XfCad in your ladles every one : fwcet partner, 
I muft not'yet forfake you ; let's be merry. 
Good mv Lord Cardinal, I have half a dozen healths 
To drink to tj^fe fair ladies, and a meafure 
To lead them 6nce again ; and then let's dream 
Who's bell in favour. Let the mufick knock it. 

[Exeunt nvitb Trumpets. 



ACT II. 

SCENE, a Street. 
; Enter two Gentlemen at federal Doors. 

I Gentleman. 

WHITHER away fofaft? 
2 Gen. O Sir, God fave ye : 
Ev'n to" the hall, to hear what fhall become 
Of the great Duke of Buckingham. 

1 Gen. ril fave you 

That labour. Sir. All's now done, but the Ceremdny 
Of bringing back the prisoner. 

2 Gen. Were you there ? 

1 Gen. Yes, indeed, was I. 

2 Gen. Pray, fpeak, what has happen'd ? 

1 Gen. You may guefs quickly, what. 

2 Gen. Is h^ found guilty } 

1 Gen. Yes, truly is he, and condemn'd upon't* 

2 Gen. I'm forry fbr't. 

1 Gen. So are a number more. 

2 Geu. But, pray, how pafs'd it? 

I Gen. I'll tell you in a little. The great Dufcc 
Came to the Bar j where, to his 3LCC^fe.\\Ci>^^ 
He pleaded ftill not guUty \ w^iXX^<^^^ -^Vmkh 
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Many (harp reafons to defeat the law. ' 
The King's Attorney, on the contrary, 
Urg'd on examinations, proofs, confe£ions 
Of divers witnefles, which the Duke defir'd 
To have brought «v;W 'voct to his Face i 
At which appeared againft him, his furveyor. 
Sir Gilbert Pecke his chancellor, and John Court 
ConfeiTor to him, with that devil-Monk 
Hopkins^ that made this mifchief, 

2 Gen, That was he, 
That fed him with his prophecies. 

1 Gen. The fame. 

All thefe accused him flrongly, which he fain . 

Would have" flung from him ; but, indeed, he could not : 

And fo his Peers upon this evidence 

HaVe found him guilty of high treafon. Much 

He fpoke, and learnedly for life ; but all 

Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. 

2 Gen, After all this, how did he bear himfelf ? 

1 Gen. When he was brought again to th' bar, to hear 
His knell rung out, his Judgment, he was flirrM 
With fuch an agony, he fweat extremely ; 

And fomething fpoke in choler, ill and hafty ; 
Bat he fell to himfelf again, and fweetly 
In all the reft fhewM a moft noble patience. 

2 Gen, I do not think, he fears aeath, 

1 Gen, Sure, he does not. 

He never was fo womanifh ; the caufe 
He may a little grieve at. 

2 Gen, Certainly, 

The Cardinal is the end of this. 

1 Gen, 'Tis likely. 

By all conje£lures : iirft, Kildare*s attainder. 
Then Deputy of Ireland \ who remov'd, 
'E^ltX Surrey was fent thither, and in hafle too. 
Left he ihould help his father. 

2 Gen, That trick of ftate 
Was a deep, envious one. 

/ Gim, At his return, 
No doubt, he will rec^uiu \X\ vVu v% iwciV^V 
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And, gcn*rally,'* who-evcr the King favours. 
The Cardinal inftantly will find employment for. 
And far enough from court too, 

2 Gen, All the commons 
Hate him pemicioufly : and, o' my confcience» 
Wifh him ten fathom deep : this Duke as much 
They love and doat on, call him bounteous Buckingham, 
The Mirror of all courtefy. 

EnUrBackinghsan/rom his Arraignment, (Tipftafves hefori 
him^ ike Axe lAjith the edge ttnvard him. Halberds 
on each fide) accompanied <with Sir Thomas Lovell, 
Sir Nicholas Vaux, Sir William Sands, and common 
People^ Sec, 

1 Gen, Stay there. Sir, 

And fee the noble ruin'd man you fpeak of. 

2 Gen, Let's (land clofe and behold him. 
Buck, All good People, 

You that thus far have come to pity me. 

Hear what I fay, and then go home and lofe me : 

I have this day r^ceiv'd a traitor's judgment. 

And by that name muft die ; yet, heav'n bear witneftf 

And if I have a confcience, let it fink me 

Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful. 

To th' law I bear no malice for my death, 

'T has done, upon the premifes, but Jufticc : 

But thofe that fought it, I could wifh more chriftians ; 

Be what they will, I heartily forgive *em ; 

Yet let 'em look, they glory not in mifchief : 

Nor build their evils on the graves of great men ; 

For then, my guiltlefs blood mail cry againil 'em. 

For further life in this world I ne*er hope. 

Nor will I fue, although the King have mercies 

More than I dare make faults. You few, that lov'd me^ 

And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 

His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave 

Is only bitter to him, only dying ; 

Go with me, like good Angels, to-my^nd: 

And as the long divorce of fteeV {2X\% ovv tcs^^ 

M^kc of your prayers one {wectfesxvfeRe^ ^^ 
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And lift my foul to heav*n. Lead oft, o'God^s'naiM. 

Lov. I do belccch your Grace for-charity. 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid againfl me, now forgive me frankly. 

Buck, Sir Thomas Lo*vellj I as free forgive yoa, - 
As I would be forgiven : I forgive all. 
There cannot be thofe numberlefs offences 
*Gainft me. I can*t take peace with: no black envy 

Shall make my grave. Commend me to his Grace: 

And, if he fpeak of Buckinghamy pray tell him. 
You met him half in hcavi : my vows and pray'rs 
Yet arc the King's ; and, till my foul forfake me. 
Shall cry for bleiSngs on him. May" he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years ! 
Ever belov'd and loving may his^rule be ! 
And when old time fhall lead him to his eild, 
Goodnefs, and he ^11 up one monument ! 

Lav, To th' water- fide I muft conduct yoor Grace ^ 
Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 
- Vaux. Prepare there, 

rf he Duke is coming : fee, the bar^e be r^dy : 
And fit it with fuch furniture as fuits 
The greatnefs of his Perfon, 

Buck, Nay, Sir Nicholas^ 
Let it alone } my ftate now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, I was Lord high Conftable^ 
And Duke of Buckingham i now, poor M^'vuard Boimit: 
Yet I am richer than my bafe accufers. 
That never knew what truth meant. I now feal it ; 
And with that blood, will make *em one day grpan for't. 
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham^ 
Who firft rais'd head againft ufurping Richard^ 
Flying for fuccour to his fervant Baniftevy 
Being diftrefs'd, was by that wretch betray 'd. 
And without trial fell ; God's peace be with him ! 
Henry the Sev'nth fuccee'ding, truly pitying 
My father's lofs, like a moft royal Prince 
. Redor'd to me my honouts •, wvd, £t©Tsv i\s\t^^, 
M^demy N^me, once mote, tvoVA?. \\Qw\c«.fe^ 
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Kemy the Eighth, life, honour, name, and all 

That made me happy, at one flroke has taken 

For ever from the world. I had my trial. 

And mufl needs fay, a noble one ; which maizes me 

A little happier than my wretched father : 

Yet thus far we are one in fortune, both 

Fell by our fervants, by thofe men we lov'd moft. 

A mou unnatural and iaithlefs fervice ! 

Heav -n has an end in all : yet, you that hea^ me^ 

This from a dying man receive as certain : 

Where you are lib'ral of your loves and connfels. 

Be fure, you be not loofe ; thofe you make friends. 

And give your hearts to, when thev once perceive 

The leaft rub in your fortunes, fall away 

Like water from ye, never found again. 

But where they mean to fink ye. All good people. 

Pray for me ! I muil leave ye ; the laft hour 

Of my long weary life is come upon me : 

Farewel ; and when you would iay fomething fad, 

Speak, how I fell I've done ; and God forgive me ! 

[Exeunt Buckingham andl'rain. 

1 Qen, O, this is full of pity ; Sir, it calls, 
I fear, too many curfes on their heads. 
That were the authors. 

2 Gen, If the Duke be guiltlefs, 

'Tis full of woe ; yet I can give you inkling 
Of an enfuing evil, if it fall. 
Greater than this. 

1 Gen. Good angels keep it from us ! 

What may it be ? you do not doubt my faith. Sir \ 

2 Gen, This fe.cret is fo weighty, 'twill require 
A ftrong faith to conceal it. 

1 Gen, Let me have it ; 
I do not talk much. 

2 Gen, I am confident ; 

You fhall. Sir ; did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing of a feparation 
Between the King and Catherine f 
I Gen, Yes, but it held laot \ 
For when the K.iug once \sR^x^ \X> wX ^l «sv%y^ 
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He fcnt command to the Lord Mayor ftnut 
To Hop the rumoar ; and allay thofe tongues. 
That durft difperfc it. 

2 Gen. But that flander. Sir, 
Is found a truth now ; for it grows ugain 
Freiher than e'er it was : and held for certain 
The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinal, 
Or fome about him near, have ^out of malice 
To the good Queen) poflefs'd him with a fcmple 
That will undo her : to confirm this too. 
Cardinal Campeius is arrivM, and lately. 
As all think, for this bufinefs. 

1 Gen. *Tis the Cardinal ; 
And merely to revenge him on the Emperor, 
For not beftowing on him, at his afking. 
The Arch-biftioprick of Toledo j this is parposM. 

2 Gen. I think, you've hit the mark ; but is*t not cruel, 
That fhe ihould feel the fmart of this ? the Cardinal . 
Will have his will, and (he muft fall. 

I Gen. 'Tis woful. 
We are too open here to argue this : 
Let's think in private more. [Exeuni^ 

S C E N E, ^7« Antlchamber in the Palace. 
Enter Lord Chamberlain reading a letter. 

MT Lordy the bor/es your lordjhip fent foTy nmtb all the 
care Ihady Ifaiv ivell chofen^ riddm^ andfnmifl^d. 
They ^were young and hand/omcy and of the heft breed in the 
North. When they <ivere ready tofet out for London, a man 
of «ry Lord Cardinal* s, by commijjion and main potuer took 
*em from me, ^ith this reafon ; his mafter wuould be fer^^d 
before a fubjeSi, if not before the Ki\ -which floppy d our 
mouths. Sir. 

I fear, he will, indeed ; well, let him have them ; 
He will have all, I think. 

Enter to the Lord Chamberlain, the Dukes of Norfolk 

and SuffoWi. 
Nor. Well met, my Lord C\i»m\>tt\^2aL, ^^^^^ 
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Cham, Good-day to .both your Graces. 
Suf, How is the King employed ? 
Cham. I left him private. 
Full of fad thoughts and troubles. 
Nor. What's the caufe ? 

Cham. It feems, the marriage with his brother's wife 
Has crept too near his conference. 

Suf. No, his confciencc 
Has crept too near another lady. 

Nor, 'Tis fo ; 
This is the Cardinal's doing ; the Ring-Cardinal : 
That blind prieft, like the eldeil fon of fortune. 
Turns what he lifts. The King will know him one day. 
Suf, Pray God, he do ! he'll never know himfelf elfe. 
Nor, How holily he works in all his buiinefs. 
And with what zeal ? for now he has crackt the league 
'Tween Us and th' Emperor, the Queen's great nephew. 
He dives into the King's foul, and there fcatters 
Doubts, dangers, wringing of the confcience. 
Fears, and defpair, and all thefe for his marriage ; 
And out of all thefe, to reftore the King, 
He counfels a divorce ; a lofs of her. 
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never loft her luftre ; 
Of her, that loves him with that excellence. 
That angels love good men with ; even of her. 
That, when the ereateft ftroke of fortune falls. 
Will blefs the King ; and is not this courfe pionis ? 

C/^/ww.Heav'n keep me from fuch counfel I'tis moft true, 
Thefe news are ev'ry where ; ev'ry tongue fpeaks 'em. 
And ev'ry true heart weeps for't. All, that dare 
Look into thefe alFairs, fee his main end. 
The French Ki* ^Is lifter. Heav'n will one day open 
The King's eyes, that fo long have flept upon 
This bold, bad man. 

Suf, And free us from his flavery. 
Nor, We had need pray, and heartily, for deliv'rance; 
Or this imperious man will work us all 
From princes into pages \ A\ ii«xsl ^ Vot^asa^ 
Lie like one lamp oefore Yum^ x»\>^ ^^w:^^ 
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Into what pitch he pleafe. . 

Sttf, For me, my Lords, 
I love him not, nor fear him, there's my Creed : 
As I am made without him, fo I'll ftaad, 
If the King pleafe : his curfes and his bleflings 
Touch me alike ; they're breath I not believe in. 
I knew him, and I know him ; fo I leave him 
To him, that made him proud, the Pope. 

Nor, Let's in. 
And with fome other buiinefs put the King 
From thefe fad thoughts, that work too much npoa I 
My Lord, you'll bear us company ? 

Cham, Excufe me. 
The King hath fent me other-where : befides» 
You'll find a moft unfit time to difturb him : 
Health to your Lordfhips. [Exit Lwd CbanAer 

lior. Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain. 

7be Seem drwws^ and di/co'vers the King fitting m 
reading ftnfi'vely, 

Suf, How fad he looks ! fure, he is much afiUA 

King. Who's there ? ha ? 

Nor, Pray God, he be not angry. 

A7»g^. Who's there, I fay ? how dare you thruft yoorfi 
Into my private meditations ? 
Who am I ? ha ? 

Nor, A gracious King, that pardons all offences^ 
Malice ne'er meant : our breach of dut}s this way 
Is bufinefs of eftate ; in which we come , 

To know your royal pleafure. 

King, Ye are too bold : 
Go to ; I'll make ye know your times of bufinefs ; 
Is this an hour for tepiporal affairs ? ha ? 

Enter Wolfey, and Campeius the Pope^s Legate^ ivi 

CommiJlfion, 

Who^s there ? my good Lotd Cw^maW O ik^ W^ 
The quiet o£ my wounded wntc^^tic^\ 
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Tt'hou art a cure fit for a King.— —You're welcome, 
Moll learned rev'rend Sir, into our kingdom ; 

[To Campeius. 
Ufe us, and it : my good Lord, have great care 
I be not found a talker. 

fFo/t Sir, you cannot : 
I would your Grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conPrcnce. 

King. We are bufy ; go. [To Norf. and Suf. , 

Nor. This prieft has no pride in him ? 

Suf. Not to {peak of : 
I would not be fo iick though, for his place : 
But this cannot continue. 

Nor. If it do, 
I'll venture one heave at him* 

Sn/. I another. ^Exeunt Norfolk anJ Suffolk. 

i^/. Your Grace has giv'n a precedent of wifdom 
Above all Princes, in committing freely 
Your fcruple to the voice of chriftendom : 
Who can be angry now ? what envy reach you ? 
The Spaniard, ty'd by blood and favour to her. 
Mull now confefs, if they have any goodnefs. 
The trial jull and noble. All the clerks, 
I mean the learned ones, in chrillian kingdoms. 
Have their free voices. Rome, the nurfe of judgment. 
Invited by your noble felf, hath fent 
One gen'ral tongue unto us, this good man. 
This juil and learned prieil. Cardinal Campeius; 
Whom once more I prefent unto your Highnefs. ♦ 

King, And once more in mine arms I bid him welcome* 
And thank the holy Conclave for their loves ; 
They've fent me fuch a man I would have wiih'd for, 

Cam.Yoar Grace muft needs deferve all llrangers'love«. 
You are fo noble : to your Highnefs* hand 
I tender my commiflion ; by wnofe virtue, 
(The court of Rome commanding) you, my Lord 
Cardinal of Tor^, are join*d with me, their fervantf 
In the impartial judging of this bufinefs. 

Vol. V. V ^**^ 
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King. Two equal men : the Queen fhall be acquainted 
Forthwith for what you come. Where's Gardiaerf 

JVol. I know, your Majefty has always lov'd her 
60 dear in heart, not to deny her what 
A woman of lefs place might aik by law; 
Scholars, allow'd freely to argue for her. 

King. Ay, and the beft, ihe £all have ; and my favour 
To him that does beft, God forbid cl£^ Cardinal, 
Fr'ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new Secretary, 
X find him a fit fellow. 

Enter Gardiner. 

Wol. Give me your hand ; much joy and favour to you; 
You are the King's now. 

Gard» But to be commanded 
For ever by your Grace, whofe hand has rais'd me. 

IGng. Come hither,- G/ir<£f»^. \WaJh ami 'whi/pers. 

Cam, My Lord of York, was not one Dodlor Pact 
In this man's place before him ? 

JVoL Yes, he was. 

Cam, Was he not held a learned man ? 

Wol. Yes, furely. 

Cam, Believe me, there\ an ill opinion fpread then 
Ev'n of yourfelf. Lord OVirdinal. 

Wol. How ! of me ? 

Cam, They will not flick to fay, you envy'd him ; 
And fearing he would rife, he was fo virtuous. 
Kept him a foreign man ftill : which fo griev'd him. 
That he ran mad and dy'd. 

Wol. Heav'n'j peace be with him ! 
That's chri^an care enough ; for living murmarers. 
There's places of rebuke. He was a fool. 
For he would needs he virtuous* That good fellow, 
If I command him, follows my appointment ; 
I will have none ib near eHe. Learn this, brother. 
We live not to be griped by meaner perfons. 

Kimg. DeUver this with modefly to th* Queen. 

[Exit Gardiner* 
The mofk convenkwt pX^ice \)[i^x 1 casi >Sca!5R. ^C^ 
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For tucli receit of learning, is Black^Friars : 

There ye Ihall meet about this weighty bufinefs^ 

My Wolfey, fee it furnifh'd. O my Lord, 

Would it not grieve an able man to leave 

5o fweet a bedfellow ? but, cqnfclence, confcience !*-^ 

O, 'tis a tender place, and I muft leave her. [Exetmt^^ 

SCENE, m Antechamber of the QueenV . 
Apartments. 

Enter Anne Bullen, and an old Lady. 

Anne, 'VT OT for that neither— here's the pMig. 

jL^ that pinches. 

His Highnefs having liv'd fo long with her, and ibe 
So good a lady, . that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce dilhonour of her ; by my life. 
She never knew harm-doing : oh, now after 
So many courfes of the fun, enthron'd, 
5 till growing in a majeAy and pomp. 
The which to leave's a thoufand-fold more bitter 
Than fweet at firft t'acquire ;"" after this proccfs,. 
To give her the avant ! it is a pity 
Would move a moniler. 

Old L, Hearts of moft hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 

Anne. In God's will, better 
She ne'er had known pomp ; though 't be temporal. 
Yet if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, 'tis a fuff'rance panging 
As foul and body's fev'ring. 

Old L, Ah! poor lady. 
She's ftranger now again. 

Anne. So much the more 
Muft pity drop upon her i verily, 
I fwear, 'tis better to be lowly bori>» 
And range with humble Livers in content i 
Than to be perk'd up in a glitfuxv^ ^nal* 
And wear a golden forrow. -^^. , 

P z " ^^ 
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OldL, Our content 
Is our befl having. 

Anne, By my troth and maidenhead, 
I would not be a Queen. 

Old L. Befhrew me* I would. 
And venture maidenhead for't ; and (b would yoo. 
For all this fpice of your hypocrify ; 
You, that have fo fair parts of woman on you. 
Have too a woman's heart ; which ever yet 
AfFo^ed eminence, wealth, fovereignty ; 
Which, to fay footh, are bleffings : and which gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity 
Of your foft cheveril confcience would receive. 
If you might pleafe to ftretch it. 

Anne, Nay, good troth- 

OldL. Yes, troth and troth : you would not be a Queen ? 

Anne, No, not for all the riches under hea^'n. 

OA/L.'Tis ftrange ; a three-pence bow'd would hire me. 
Old as I am, to queen it ; but I pray you. 
What think you of a Dutchefs ? have you limbs 
To bear that load of title ? 

A'ine. No, in truth. 

OldL Then you are weakly made : pluck"off a little ; 
I would not be a young Count in your way. 
For more than blu(hing comes to : if your back 
Cannot vouchfafe this burden, 'tis too weak 
£ver to get a boy. 

Anne. How do you talk ! 
I fwear again, I would not be a Queen 
For all the world. 

Old L. In faith, for little England 
You'd venture an emballing : I myfelf '' 

Would for Carnawonjhirey though there belong'd 
No more to th' crown but that. Lo, who comes here ? 

Enter Lord Chamberlain. 

Cb. Good-morrow, ladies ; what were't worth to know 
The fecret of your conPrence ? 
^/rw. My good Lord, 
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Not your demand ; it values not yodr afking : 

Our miArefs' forrow^s we were pitying. ' * 

Cham. It was a gentle bufin^s^ and becoming 
The adlion of good women : there is hope. 
All will be well ' ; 

Jnne. Now I pray God^ amen ! ' '^ 

Cham, You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly bleffingS^ 
Follow fuch creatures. That you may, fair lady. 
Perceive I fpeak iincercly, ana high note's 
Ta'cn of your many virtues ; the King's Majefty 
Commends his good opinion to you, and 
Does purpofe honour to you no lefs flowing 
Than Marchionefs of Pembroke ; to which title 
A thoufand pounds a year, annual fupport. 
Out of his grace he adds. 

Jnne, I So not know . . 
What kind of my obedience I ihould tender ; 
More than my all, is nothing : Nor my prayers 
Are not words duly hallow'd, nor my wimes 
More worth than vanities y y£t pray'rs and wi(he« 
Are all I can return. 'Befeech your Lordfhip, 
Vouchfafe to fpeak my thanks and my obedience^ 
As from a bluming handmaid to his Highnef^; 
Whofe health and royalty I pray for. 

Choffu Lady, ' 

I Ihall not fail t'approve the fair conceit. 
The King hath of you.— I've perus'd her well ; 
Beauty and honour in her are fo mingled, [4fi^^* 

That they have caught the King ; and who_ knows yet. 
But from this lady may proceed a Gem, 

To lighten all this ifle ? I'll to the King, 

And lay, I fpoke with you. [^Exit Lord Chamhrlain. 

Anne. My honour'd Lord. 

Old L, Why, this it is : fee, fee ! 
I have been begging fixteen years in court, 
(Am yet a courtier beggarly) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early and too late^ 
For any fuit of pounds : And you, oh fate ! 
(A very freih fiih here : fy, fy ^^on 



.94^ . King H I w R y VIII. 

Tiiis compeU'd fortoxie} have yoor mooth ilPd sp^ 
Before yott open it. 

Anne» This i» ftrange to me. 

Old^L, How taftes it ? is it bitter ? forty peace, no : 
There was a hdy once ('tis an old ftory) 
That would not be a< Queen, that would flic not. 
For all the mud k» Mgyft ; have you heard it ? 

Anne, Come, you are pleaiknt. 

OSiL. With y OUT theme, I couldr 
0*cr-meunt the lark. The Marchionefs of Pembroh t 
A thoufand pounds a year, for pure refped \ 
No other obligation ? By my life, 
That promifes more thoufands : honour's traia 
Is longer than his fore-'fkirt. , By this time, 
I know, your back will bear a Dutcheft. Say» 
Arc you not ftrdnger than you were ? 

Anne. Good lady. 
Make yourfelf mirth with your particular fancy. 
And leave me out on't. 'Would I had no beingi,. 
If this falute my blood a jot ; it faintft me 
To think what follows. 
The Queen is coiufortleis, and we forgetful 
In our long abfence ; pi:ay, do not deliver 
What here y'ave heard, to heii, , 

OUL. What do you think toe ?— — * ^Exeimt. 






^ c ^ ^ ^^ 
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SCENE changes ta Black-Fiyars. 

Trutnpets, Sennet^ and Cornets. Enter fuM Mergers, nxnth 
Jhort fihver Wands ; neM tbem^ /av* Scribes in the habit s^ 
of Doctors : after thensy the Bijbop ^Canterbury ahne 5 
after him J theBiJhopsoflAviColTky Ely, Rochefter, anA 
St, Afaph ; next them^ ^witb fome Jmall diftancey follows 
a Gentleman bearing the purfe^ nvith the great feal, apd ^ 
the CardinaVs hat ; then t<wo Priejisy bearing ^each ct 
fiver Crofs \ then a gentleman-u/her bare-headed^ ac- 
companied ijoith a firjeant at arms, bearing a mace j thern^ 
tnvo gentlemen^ bearing t-wo great fiver pillars ; after 
theniy fide by fide, the tiuo Cardinals ; t^vo noblemen 
'with thefvord and mace, The King takes place under 
the cloth of fate ; the t-ivo Cardinals fit under him^ as 
judges. The ^een takes place,, fome diftance from the 
King, The Bijheps placs themjel<ves on each fide the Courts 
in manner of a Confifiory : b&lo^w them, the fcribes. The 
Lords fit next the Bijhcps, The refi of the eUttrndantt 
flaud in ceniiement order about the fiage* 

tTol, T T ZHiIft our commiinon from Rome is lea^,. 
W Let 6I«nce be eommanidcd- 

Ki/2g. What's the need ? 
It hath already publickly been read. 
And on all fides th' aathority allowed ; 
You may then fpar6 that tinij. 

Wol, Bc't fo ; proceed. 

Scribe. Say , Hemy King o£ England, cofne into the Court. 

Crier, Henry King of England, &c. 

King, Here. 

Scribe, Say, Catharine Queen of England, 
Come into the Court. 

Crier, Catharine, Queen of England, Sec» 
[The ^ueen makes no anfnver, rifes out of her chair, goes 

about the Court, comes to the King, and kneels etf his feet ; 

then f peaks, 1 
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^ueen. Sir, I defire you, do me right and jufU^es 
And to beftow you pity on me ; for 
I am a moil poor woman, and a ftranger. 
Born out of your dominions ; having here 
No judge indifPrenty and no more aflurance 
Of equal friendfhip and proceeding. Alas, Sir, 
In what have I offended you ? what caufe 
^ath my behaviour giv'n to your difpleafure. 
That thus you ihould proceed to put me ofF, 
And take your good grace from me.? Heaven witnefs, 
IVe been to you a true and humble wife. 
At all times to your will conformable: 
Ever in fear to kindle your diflike, . 
Yea, fttbje6t to your countenance ; glad or (orry. 
As I faw it inclin'd; when was the nour, 
I ever contradided your deiire ? 
Or made it not mine too ? which of your friendr 
Have I not ftrove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine. 
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice 
He was from thence difcharg'd. Sir, call to niind. 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience. 
Upward of twenty years ; and have been bleil 
With many children by you. If ii; th? courfe 
And procefs of this time you can reporj;. 
And prove it too, againft mine honour aught. 
My bond of wedlock, or my love and duty, 
Againft your facred perfon ; in God's name. 
Turn me away : and let the foul'll contempt 
Shut door upon me, and fo give me up 
To th' fharpeft kind of juftice. Pleafc you. Sir, 
The King your father was reputed for 
A Prince moft prudent, of an excellent 
And unmatched wit and judgment. Ferdinand 
My father. King of Spain was reckon 'd one 
The wifeft Prince that there had reign'd, by many 
t^ ytat before. . It is not to be queftion'd. 
That they had gathered a wife Council to them 



King Henry VIII. 345 

Of ev'ry realm, that did debate this bufinefs. 

Who deem*d our marriage lawful. Wherefore hambly. 

Sir, I befeech you, fpare me, 'till I may ' 

Be by my friends in Spmin advisM ; whofe coanfel 

I will implore. If not, i'th' name of God, 

Your pleafure be fulfilled ! 

Wol. You have here, lady, 
(And of your choice) thefe reverend fathers, men 
Of lingular integrity and learning : 
Yea, the eledt o*th* land, who are aifembled 
To plead your caufe. It (hall be therefore bootlefs. 
That longer you defer the Court, as well 
For your own quiet, as to redlify 
What is unfettled in the King. 

Cam, His Grace 
Hath fpokcn well and juftly ; therefore. Madam, 
It's fit this royal Seffion do proceed 5 
And that without delay their arguments 
Be now produced, and heard. 

^ueen. Lord Cardinal, 
Toyou I fpeak. , - 

JroL Your pleafure. Madam ? 

^een. Sir, 
I am about to weep ; but thinking that 
We are a Queen, or long have dream'd £0 ; certain. 
The daughter of a King : my drops of tears 
I'll turn to fparks of fire. 

WoL Be patient yet 

^een. IwlW^ when you are humble : nay, before; 
Or God will puniih me. I do believe, 
Induc'd by potent circumftances, that 
You are mine enemy, and make my challenge ; , 
You fhall not be my judge. For it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my Lord and me ; 
Which God's dew quench ! therefore, I fay again, 
I utterly abhor, yea, from my foul 
Refufe you for my judge ; whom yet once more 
I hold my moil malicious foe, and think not 
At all a friend to truth. ^^ ^ 
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WoL I do profefs, 
.YoU fpeak iMt nk^ your(elf ; who ever yet 
Have flood to charity, and difplay'd th' efFedU 
or dirpoiition j^tle, and of wi^m 
O'er-topping wonan's power. Madam, yo« wrong me. 
I have no fpleen againft yon, nor injnilice 
For you, or any ; how far I've proceeded. 
Or how far further ihall, is warranted 
By a commiflion from the Confiflory, 
Yea, the whole Conlift'ry of Rom, You chargexBe, 
That I have blown this coal ; I do deny it. 
The King is prefcnt ; ift be known to him 
That I gainfay my deed, how may h« woand, 
i^nd worthily, my falfhood ? yea^ as muck 
As you have done my truth. But if he know 
Tha<t I am free of your report, he kftows, 
I am not of your wrong. Therefore ia him 
It lies to cure me, and the cure is t6 
Remove thefe thoughts from you. The which- before 
His Highnefs fhall fpeak in, I do beieech 
You, gracious Madam, to unthink yo«t fpeJjtting; 
And to fay fo no morfe. / 

^en. My Lord, my Lord, 
I am a fimple woman, nltich loo w«ak 
T' bppofe your canning. Yeo are mtfrk, and huiiible- 

iDouth'd ; 
You fign your place and calling, in ftill feeming^. 
With meeknefs and humility; btrt your heart 
Js craifim^d with arrogancyy fpleen, and pride. 
You have by fortune, and hi» Highnefit' favourd. 
Gone flightly o'er k)w ftcps } and now are mounted. 
Where Pow'rsare your retainers ^ and yOtfr words, 
Domeflick^ to you, ferve your will, as*t pleafe 
Yourfeif pronounce their office. I muft tell you. 
Yon tender more yoar perfon's honour, than 
Your high profeffion fpiritual : That again 
I do rcfttfe you for my judge ; and here. 
Before you all, appeal unto the Pope, 
To bring my whole caufe 'foi^lD^^ WjJ\2»*^%\ 



1^^ 
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And to be judg'd by hriia, 

[SJbe curt^Jies to tha King^ and eferi to dgpart. 

Cam. The Queen is oblUnatc 
Stubborn to ju&iee» apt t'accufe it, aad; 
Difdainful to be try*d by't ; 'tis not welJ. 
She's going away. 

King, Call her again. 

Crier. Catharine^ Queen of England^ cone into the 
Court. 

IJJher. Madam^ you are call'd b^pk. 

^een. What need you note ? pray yoa, keep your way^ 
/ When you are calPd, return. Now the Lord help. 

They vex me paft my patience ! pray you, pafs on 5 

I will not tarry ; no, nor ever more 

Upon this bu^nefs my appearance make 

In any of their Courts. , 

[Exeunt ^een and her Attendants^ 

King, Go thy ways, Kate ; 
That man i'th' world who fhall report he has 
A better wife, let him in nought be tru&ed; 
For fpeaking falie in that. Thou art alone, 
(If thy rare qualities, fweet gentlenefs. 
Thy mecknefs faint-like, wife-like government. 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 
Sov'reign and pious elfe, could fpeak thee out) 
The C^een of earthly Queens. She's noble born ;; 
And, like her true nobility, fhe has 
Carried herfelf tow'rds rae. 

Wol. Moil gracious Sir, 
In humblefl manner I require your Highnefs^, ' 
That it fhall pleafe you to declare, in hearing 
Of all thefe ears (for where I'm robb'd and bound,. 
There mull I be unloos'd ; although not there 
At once, and fu]iy fatisfy'd ;) if I 
Did broach this bufinefs to your Highnefs, or 
Lay'd any fcruple in your way,, which might 
Induce you to the quelHon on't : or ever 
Have to you, but with thanks to God for fuch 
A royal lady, fpake one tVve \fc^^ \A<i\^> 
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1'hat might be prejudice of her prefent ftate. 
Or touch of h^r good perfon ? 

King, My Lord Cardinal, 
I do excofe you ; yea, upon mine honour, 
I free you from't : you are not to be taught. 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Whv they are fo ; but, like the village curs, 
BarK when their fellows do. By fome of thefe " 
The Queen is put in anger ; y^axe exciflt'd : 
But will you be more jullify'd ? 3rou ever 
Have wifli'd the deeping of this buiinefs, never 
Deiir'd it to be ftirr'd ; but oft have hindred 
The paiiages made towards it :.^-^On my honour, 
I fpeak my good Lord Cardinal to this point ; (ii) 
And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me to% 
I will be bold with time and your attention : 
Then mark th' inducement. Thus it came ; give heed to't^ 
My confcience firft receiv'd a tendemefs. 
Scruple, and prick, on certain fpeeches uttered 
By th' bifhop of Ba^ny thea French ambaflador ; 
Who had been hither fent on the debating 
A marriage 'twixt the Duke of Orleans and 
Our daughter Mary : I*th* prQgrefs of this bufinefs^ 
Ere a determinate refobition, . he 
(I mean the bifhop) did require a refpite ; 
Wherein he might the King his Lord advertife;. 
Whether our daughter were legitimate, 
Refpefting this our marriage with the Dowager, 
Sometime our brother's wife. This refpite mook * 



(»x) — ----^--* . — f« my Hetceur 

JJpcak, my good Lord Cirdtral, to tkis Pert*'] 

In all the Editions, excepting Mr. Reivers, this Paflage ha» been 
pointed miftakingly, as if the KtKg were fpc.jking to the Cardlnaf : 
but this is not the Poet's Intention. The Kingy having fiift addrefl^ 
^H^c/Jey, bieaksoff: and declares upon his Honour to the whoJe 
Court, that he fpcaks the Cardlmid''s Sentiments upon the Point in 
^cflionj andci'ears him from any Attempt, of ^Yiflj^ to flir tbu 
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The bottom of my confcience, entered me, (12) 

Yea, with a fplitting power ; and made to tremble 

The region of my breaft ; which forc'd fuch way. 

That many maz'd confiderings did throng. 

And preft in with this caution, Firft, mcthought, 

I flood not in the fmiie of heav'n, which had 

Commanded nature, that my Lady's womb 

(If it coihceiv'd a male-child by me) ihould 

Do no more Offices of life to't, than 

The grave docs to the dead ; for her male-iffuc 

Or died where they were made, or fhortly after 

This woild had air'd them. Hence I took a thdught. 

This was a judgment on me, .that my- kingdom 

(Well worthy the beft heir o'th' world) fliould not 

Be gladded in't by me. Then follows, that 

I weighed the danger which my realms ftood in 

By this my iffue's fail ; and that gave to me 

Many a groaning throe: thus hurling in 

The wild fea of my confcience, I did fleer 

Towards this remedy, whereupon we are 

Now prefent here together ; that's to fay, 

I mean to reftify my confcience, (which 

I then did feel fulU£ck, and yet not well;) 

By all the rev'fend fathers of the land 

And doftors leam'd. Fixfl, I began in private 

With you, my Lord of Lincoln ; you remember. 

How under my oppreffion I did reek. 



( I a) ' ms Rcfpitejbook 

Tht Bofom oftty Confcience,] Tko' this Roading be 8cn(e> yet, I 
▼crily believe, the Poet wrote } The Bottom of my Coofcience,— — 
My Reafon is this. Sbake^ear in all his tiiHorical Playi was a 
moft diligent Obfenrer o£ Hoiingjheai'% Chronicle ^ and had him al- 
ways in Eye, wherever he thought fit to borrow any Matter from 
him. Now Hding/hMd, \& the Speech which he has given to King 
Henrv jupon this Subje^, makes him deliver himfelf thus. *• Wbi4:h 
•' Words, once conceived within the fecret Bottom Qi my Confcience, ' 
" ingendred fuch a fcrupuious Doubt^ that my Conicience was ip" 
<« cohtincntly accombred, vcx'd, and difquicttd.'* yid, Li^ pf 
« Henry VIII. p. 907. 
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When I fiift mov'd you. 

Lhu Very well, ray liegc* 

Ktnff. I have fpoke long ; be pleased yogrfelf . t0 by 
How far you fatisfy'd me. 

Lin, Pleafe your Highnefs 
The qucftion did at firft fo ttaj^ger me^ 
Bearing a flrate of mighty moment in't. 
And confequence of dread ; that I committed 
The daring'ft counfel, which I had, to doubt : 
And did intreat your Highnefs to this courfe. 
Which you arc running here. 

Kifjg. I then mov'd you, (13') 
My Lord of CUmterhury ; and got yonr leave 
To make this prefent fammons : unfolliciccd 
I left no rev'rend perfon in this Court, 
But by particular confcnt proceeded 
Under your hands and feals. Therefore go onf 
For no diflike i'th' world againft the perfon 
Of our good Queen, but the fharp thorny points 
Of my alledged realbns drive this forward. 
Prove but our marriage! lawful, by my life 
And kingly dignity, wc are contented 
To wear our mortal ftate to come, with her, 
{Catharine our Queen) before the primcft creature 
That's paragon'd i'th' world. 

( 1 2) >' I then mov'd You, 

My Lord of Canterbury, and got your Leave 

To make this frefent Summons unfoliicitcd.] Thus all the Itnpre/ncns, 
But thcfe fagacious Editors have palm'd a ftrange Piece of Nonfenfe 
upon uh from a falfe Pointing. What! did the King mcve the 
Biihop, nay, and fo mcve him as to get his Leave, and yet could the 
Summons be faid to be unJoUicitedf I have refcued the Trxt from 
fuch an abfurd Contradidion : and, again, done it upon the Authority 
' of honeft Holingjbtttd. — - *' I moved it in Confeffion to You, my 
** LtrJ of Lirxdny then ghoftly Father. And forafmuch as then 
** you yourfclf were in fome Doubt, you mov'd me to a/k the- 
*« Counfel of all thefe my Lords. Whereupon I moved you, my 
'< Lord of Canterbury J firft to have your Licence j in as much as you 
** were Metropolitan, to put this Matter inQueftionj andfoldid 
" ef allyoui my Lords" IIc/iiig;J?:ea<i, vVy^. ^.^%% 
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Cam, So pleafe your Highnefs, 
The Qijeen being aUent, 'tk a aeedfal. fitndk 
' That we adjourn this Court to father day ; 
Mean while muft be an earneft motion 
Made to the Queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends to his Holinefs. 

King, I may perceivej' 
Thffe Cardinals trifle with me : I abhor 
This dilatory floth, and tricks of Rome, 
My learn'd and well beloved fervant Cranmery 
Pr'ythee, return ! with thy approach, I know, 
My comfort comes along. Break up the Court : 
I fay, fet on. ^Exeunt-, in manner as they enUr'd* 
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ACT III. 

SCENE, the QijeenV ApartmenU. 
Tie ^een and her Pf^omen^ as at JVinrk. 

Q^U E E N. 

TAKE thy lute, wench, my foul grows (ad witk 
troubles : . ^ 

Sing, and dii'perfe *em, if thou canft : leave working. 

SONG. ' 

ORpheus oivV/) his lute made treesy 
Jad th: mountain-top.', that freeze ^ 

Bon.u thffhjd'ves <when he dtdjing, 
^0 his muficky plants andflofwers 
E'ver fprungy as fun and Jho'wers 

There had made a, lofting fpring» 
Ev^ry thing that heard him play^ 
Ev^n the billotAJs of thefea^ 

Hung their Heads, and then lay hyi 
In /iveet mufick is fuch art, 
Killing care, and grief of heart 

Fall ajleepy or hearing die. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

^een. How now ? 

Gent. An't plcafe your Grace, the two gfeat Cardinals 
Wait in the prefence. 

^een. Would they fpeak with me ? 
Cffff, They will'd mc {^-^ fo, lA3l^'^x^. 
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!^en. Pray their Graces 
To come near; what can be their buiinefs 
With me, a poor weak woman, falPn from fkvonr? 
I do not like their coming. * Now I think on't. 
They (hould be good men, their affairs as righteoirs» 
But al/ hoods make not monks. 

Enter the Cardinals Wolfey and Campeius. 

WoL Peace to your HigHtiefs ! 

^een* Your Graces find me here part of a houfewife, 
(I would be all) againil the worft may happen : 
What are your pleafures with me, rev'rend Lords ? 

WoL May*t pleafe you, noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your private chamber ; we fhall give yott 
The full caufe of our comiiig. 

^een. Speak it here. 
There's nothing I have done yet, o' my confcience* 
Defcrves a corner ; 'would, all other women 
Could fpeak this with as free a foul as I do ! 
My Lords, 1 care not (fo much I am happy 
Above a number) if my anions 
Were try'd by ev'ry tongue, ev*ry eye faw 'em ; 
Envy and bale opinion let againft 'em; 
I know my life fo even. If your bafinefs 
Po feek me out, and that way I am wife in. 
Out with it boldly : truth loves open dealing. 

WoL Tanta eft erga te mentis integritasy Regina Seri" 
nij^may' ' 

^ueen. O, good my Lord, no Latin ; 
I am not fuch a truant, iince my coming. 
As not to know the language I have liv'd in. 
A drange tongue makes my caufe more ilrange^,fu(picio(ts : 
Pray, Q)eak m Englifl? ; here are fome will thank you. 
If you fpeak truth, for their poor miftrefs' fake. 
Believe me, (he has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal^ 
The willing'ft fin I ever yet committed. 
May be abA)lv'd in Englijb. 

WoL Noble Irfdy, 
I'm forry my Integrity fhpuld breed 
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(And fcrvicc to his Majefty and you) 

So deep fufpici'on, where all faith was meant. 

We come not by the way of accnfation 

To taint that honour, every good tongue blefles ; 

Nor to betray you any way to forrow ; 

You have too much, good lady : but to know 

How you ftand minded in the weighty difference' 

Between the King and yon : and to deliver. 

Like free and honeft men, our ju(t opinions 

And comforts to your caufe. 

Cam. Moft honour'd Madam, 
My Lord of Torky out of his noble nature. 
Zeal and obedience he flill bore your Grace, 
Forgetting;, like a good man, your late cenfure 
Both of his truth and him i (which was too far) 
Offers, as I do, in a fign of peace 
His fervice and his counfeL 

^u^en. To betray me. 
My Lords,: I thank you both for yow good wills» 
Ye fpeak like honeft men ; pray God, ye prove fo ? 
But how to make ye fuddenly an anfwer 
In fuch a point of weight,, fo near mine honour 
(More near my life, I fear,) with my weak wit. 
And to fuch men of gravity and learning. 
In truth, I know not. I was fet at work 
Among my maids ;. full little, God knows, looking 
Either for fuch men, or fuch bufinefs. 
For her fake that I have been, (for I feel 
The lail fit of my greatnefs) good your Graces,. 
Let mc have time and council for my caufe^: 
Alas ! I anr a woman, friendlefs, hopelefs. 

Wd.- Madam, you wrong the King's love with thof<f 
fears ; 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

^een. In Englandj 
But little for my profit \ can you think,. Lords,- 
That any Englijh man dare give me counfel ? 
Or be a known friend 'gainft his Highnefs' pleafure, 
(Though he be grown fo defp'ratc to be honcll,) 
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And live a fubjedl } nay^ forfboth, my fric nda ■ > ■■ ' 
They, that muft weigh out my aiflidions. 
They, that my truft mufl grow to^ live net htrt j 
They are, as all my comforts are, far- Jbeace, 
111' my own country,. Lords. 

Ca)ft, I would, your Grace 
Would leave your griefs, and take my coimfeU 

^een, Hov^, Sir? 

Cam, Put your main cauie into the King's pi30td6Ueq;-t 
He's loving and moil gracious, 'Twill' be mvxh 
Both for your honour better, and. youjc cdufe : 
For if the trial of the law o'er- take ye^ 
You'll part away difgrac'd. 

fFoI, He tells, you rightly, 

^efr. Ye tell me what ye wifti for both, my ruiii ; 
Is this your chriilian counfel ? out upon ye ! • 
Heav'n is above all yet ^ there fits a jjodgjfy 
That no King can corrupt. 

Cam. Your rage miHakes us. 

^eft. The more fhame for ye ; holy meitl thought yo. 
Upon my foul, two rev'rend Cardinal vir.tttes ; 
But Cardinal fins, and hollow hearts, I fea^ ye : 
Mend 'em for fhame, my Lords :. is thia your oox&foirt I 
The cordial, that ye bring a wretched lady ^ 
A woman loft among ye,, laugh'd at, fcortt'd ? 
I will not wifh ye half my miferies, 
I have more charity. But fay, I warn'd ye ; 
Take heed, take heed, for heav'n's fake, left aC once 
The burden of my forrows fall upon ye. 

PFoI. Madam, this is a mere diflradion; 
You turn the good we offer into envy. 

^en. Ye turn me into nothing. Woe upon ye,, • 
And all fuch falfe profefTors ! would you have me 
(If you have anyjuftice, any pity. 
If ye be any thing but churchmehs' habits) 
put my fick caufe into his hands that hates me ? • 
Alas ! h'as banifh'd me his bed already ; 
His love, too long ago. I'm old, my Lords ; 
And all the fellowihip I hold now witk hioi 
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Is onty my obedience. What can happen 

To mcy above this wretchednefs ? all your ftudies 

Make me a carfe, like this ! 

Cam. Your fears are worfe— - 
^^em. Have 1 liv'd thus long (let me fpeak myfelf. 
Since virtue finds no friends) a wife, a true one ? 
A woman, I dare fay, without .vaiA-glory j) 
Never yet branded with fufpicion ? 
Have I, with all my full affeftions 
Still met the King ? lov'd him next heav'n, obeyed hiiiii? 
Been, out of fondnefs, fuperflitious to him ? 
Almoft forgot my prayers to content him ? 
And am I thus rewarded ? 'tis not well. Lords. 
Bring me a conflant woman to her hufband. 
One, that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleafure ; 
And to that woman, when (he has done mofk. 
Yet will I add an honour ; a great patience. 

fTioL Madam, you wander from the good we aim at. 

^ueen. My Lord, I dare not make myfelf lb guilty, 
To give up willingly that noble title 
Your matter wed me to : nothing but death 
Shall e*er divorce my dignities. 

ff^oL Pray, hear me— 

^en, 'Would I had never trod this EngUfi earth. 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it ! 
Ye've angels' faces, but heav'n knows your hearts. 
What (hall become of me now ! wretched lady ! 
I am the moft unhappy woman living. 
Alas ! poor wenches, where are now your fortunes ? 

\To htr tvamia* 
Ship-wreck'd upon a kingdom, where no pity. 
No friends, no hope ! no kindred weep for mel 
Almoft, no grave allow'd me ! like the lilly, 
That once was miftrefs of the field and flourifh'd, 
FH hang my head, and periih. 

fToL If your Grace 
Could but be brought to know, our ends are honed ; 
You'd feel more comfort. Why fhould we, good lady, 
U/H>i2 what caufe, wrong you I alas I our places. 
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The way of our profeffion is againft it : 
Wc are to ear fuch forrows, not to fow *em. (14) 
For goodnefs' fake, coniider what you do ; 
How you may hurt yourfelf; nay, utterly 
Grow from the King's aquaintance, by this carriage. 
The hearts of Princes kifs obedience. 
So much they love it : but to ftubborn fpirits. 
They fwell and grow as terrible as florins. 
I know, you have a gentle, noble, temper, 
A foul as even as a calm ; pray, think us 
Thofe we profefs, peace-makers, friends and fervantSi 
Cam. Madam, you'll find it fo : you wrong your virtuea 
With thefe weak womens' fears. A noble fpirk. 
As yours was put into you, ever cafls 
Such doubts, as falfe coin, from it. The King loves you; 
Beware, you lofe it not ; for us (if you pleafe 
To truft us in your bufinefs) we are ready 
To ufe our utmoft ftudies in your fervice. 

^ueen. Do what you will, my Lords ; and, ptay, for* 
give me. 
If I have us'd myfelf unmannerly. 
You know, I am a woman, lacking wit 
To make a feemly anfwer to fuch perfons. 
Pi*ay, do my fervice to his Majelly. 
He has my heart -yet ; and (hall have my pray'rs. 
While I (hall have my life. Come, rev'rend fathers ; 
Beftow your counfels on me. She now begs. 
That little thought, when (he fet footing here. 
She (hould have bought her dignities fo dear. {Exeunt, 

(14) We are to cure fuch Sorrows, not to Tow '«»,] Ther^ is no 
Antitbejis in thefe Terms, nor any Confonance of the Metaphors s 
both which my emendation reftores. 

fVe are to ear fuch Sorrows, not to fow *em, i» e, to weed them 
up, harrow them out. This Word with us may be derived not 
on\y irom ar are to plow \ but the Saxon Word, Ear^ which (igDifitf4 
a Harr9W% 
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SCENE, Antechamber to the King^s Jpariments. 

Enter Duke ^f Norfolk^ Duke of Suffolk, Lord S^iircy, 
and Lord Chamberlain^ 

iV^r.T F you will now unite in your complaints, 

X And force them with a conftancy> the CardinJtl 
Cannot ftand under them. If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promifc. 
But that you fhall fuftain more new difgraccs. 
With thefe you bear already. 

Sur. I am joyful 
To meet the kaft occafion that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the Duke, 
To be reveng'd on him. 

Suf, Which of the peers - 
Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at leaft 
Strangely negledled ? wh«i did he regard 
The ftamp of noblenefs in any perfon 
Out of himfelf? 

Cham, My Lords, you fpeak your pleafures : 
What he deferves of you and me, 1 know : 
What we can do to him, (though now the time 
Give way to tis) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his accefs to the King, never attempt * 
Any thing on him ; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the King in's tongue. 

Nor. O, fear him not. 
His fpell in that is out ; the King hath found 
Matter againft him, that for evjer mars 
The honey of his language. No, he's fettled^ 
Not to come off, in his moil high difpleafure.^ 

Sur. I fhould be glad to hear fuch news as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor. Believe it, this is true. 
In the divorce, his contrary proceedings 
Arc all unfolded ; wherein he appears. 
As 1 would wiih mine cutmv* 
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Sur. How ckme . 
His prafticefi to light ? 
Suf, Moft ftrangdy. 
Sur, How ?• 

Suf, The CardinaPe letters to the Pope mircarried,. 
And came to th' eye o*th' King ; wherein was read. 
How that the Cardinal did intreat his Holinefs 
To ftay the judgment o'th' Divorce; for if 
It did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive 
My King is 'tangled in afFedlion to 
A creature of the Queen's, lady Jnne Bullen, 
Sur, Has the King this ? 
Suf. Believe it. 
Sur. Will this work? 

Cbam, The King in this perceives him, how he coafts 
And hedges his own way. But in this point 
All his tricks founder; and he brings his phyfick 
After his patients death ; the King already 
Hath married the fair lady. 
Sun 'Would he had! 

Suf. May you be happy in your wifh, my Lord, 
For, I profefs, you have it. 

Sur. Now all joy 
Trace the conjunction ! 
Suf. My Amen to't ! 
Nor. All mens' ! 

Suf. There's order given for her coronation : 
Marry, this is yet but young ; and may be left 
To fome ears unrecounted. But, my Lords, 
She is a gallant creature, and compleat 
In mind and feature. I perfuade me, from her 
Will fall fome bleffing to this land, which fhall 
In it lie memoriz'd* 

Sur. But will the King 
Digeft this letter of the Cardinal's ? 
The Lord forbid ! ' 

- Nor. Marry, Amen ! 

Suf. No, no: 
There be more wafps, that \>Mi iJcxwxX \a& T«Kfc> ^-^ 
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Will make this (ling the fooner^ Cardinal Cag^m 
It ftolen away to Rome, has ta'en no leave. 
Hath left the caufe o'th' King unhandled ; and 
Is pofted, as the agent of our Cardinal, 
To Tecond all his oiot. I do aflure you. 
The King cry'd, ha! at this. 

Cham. Nowy God incenfe him ; 
And let him cry, ha, louder ! 

Nor. But, my Lord, 
When returns Cranmer? 

Su/. He is return'd with his opinions, which 
Have fatisfy/d the King for his Divorce, 
Gather'd from all the famous colleges 
Almoft in chriftendom ; Ihortly, I believe. 
His fecond marriage (hall be publifh'd, and 
Her coronation. Catharine no more 
Shall be call'd Queen ; but Princefs dowager. 
And widow to Prince Arthur. 

Nor. This fame Cranmer' s 
A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain 
In the King's buiinefs. 

Suf. He has, and we (hall fee him 
For it an Archbi(hop. 

Nor. So I hear. 

Su/. 'Tis fo. 

Enter Wolfey ««</ Cromwell. 

The Cardinal 

Nor. Obfcrve, pbferve, he's moody. 

ffoL The packet, Cromwell, 
Gave it you the King ? 

Crom. To his own hands, in's bed-chamber. 

ff^oL Look'd he o'th' in(idc of the paper ? 

Crom. Prelently 
He <aiu unfeal them, and the firft he vicw'd. 
He did it with a ferious mind ; a heed 
Was lu las countenance. You he bade 
Attend iiiin here ibis mQnaiv^. 
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WoL Is he ready to come abroad^? 
Crom, I thiaky by this he is. 
WoL Leave me a while. [Exit Cromwell. . 

It fhall be to the Dutchefs of Alanfin^ [Afide, 

The French King's fifter ; he fhall marry her. 
jinne BulUn I no, 1*11 no Anne Builens for him,-*— 

There's more in't than fair vifage Bullen ! n • 

No, we'll no Builens .'— fpecdily, I wifh 
To hear from jRow^— the Marchionefs oiPemhrokil^^ 
Kor. He's difcontented. 
Suf^ May be, he hears the King 
Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur. Sharp enough. 
Lord, for thy jnftice ! 

WoL [A/de.] The late Qaeen*s gentlewoman ! a 
Knight's daughter ! 
To be her miflrefs' mittreis ! the Queen's Queen !— — 
This candle burns not clear : 'tis I muft fouS" it. 
Then out it goes— —what though I know her virwotis. 
And well dcferving ? yet I know her for 
A fpleeny Lutheran ; and not wholeforae to 
Our caufe, that ihe Ihould lie i'th' bofom of 
Our hard-rul'd King. Again, there is Sprung up 
An hereticfc, an arai one, Cranmer ; one, 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the King, 
And is his oracla. 

Nor, He's vex'd at fomething. 

Enter King^ reading of n fchtilHle ", 0Md hovtlh 

Sur, Iwould,'twere fomething'that would fret the ftring. 
The mafter-cord of 's heart ! 

Suf. The King, the King. 

King. What piles of wealth hath he acciimulated 
To his own portion I what expcnce by th' hour 
;Seems to flow from him I how, i'th' name of thrift. 
Does he rake this together 1 Now, my Lords ; 
^w you the Cardinal ? 

Nor, My Lord, wc have _ ^^.^ 

VoL.V. Q^ ^^""^ 
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Stood here obfcrvisg him. Some ftrange oomaiodoA | I 
Is in his brain ; he hites hu lip, and ilmrts ; 
Stops on a fudden, looks apon the ground. 
Then lays his finger on his temple ; ftrait» 
Springs out into i'aft gate, then flops man ; 
Strikes his breail hard, and then anon he cafia 
His eye againft the moon ; in moft ftruige poftures 
We've feen him fet himfelf. 

Ki«g» It may well be. 
There is a mutiny in's mind, Thia momiag . 
Papers of (late he fent me to pernfCy ■ 
As I requir'd ; and, wot yfm'p. what I found 
There, on m)r confcience put unwittingly ? 
Forfooth, an inventory, thus importing ; 
The feveral parcels of his plate, his treafure. 
Rich fluffs and ornaments of honihold, whick 
I find at fnch proud rate, thut it out-fpeaks 
Pofleffion of a fubjed. 

N^r. It's heav'n's will ; 
Some fpirit put this paper in the packet. 
To blefs your eye withal. 

Kiftg, If we did think, 
His contemplations were above the earth. 
And fix'd on fpiritual objeds, he ihould flill 
Dwell in his mufings ; but, I am afraid. 
His thinkings are below the moon, nor worth 
His ferious confidering. 

[He takes bis feat y tjuhi/pers Lovell, ^who goes to Wolfey. 

^f^oL Heav'n forgive me 
Ever God blefs your Hiehnefs ! ■ 

King, Good my Lord, 
You are full of heav'nly fluff", and bear the inventory 
Of your beft graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now running o'er ; you have fcarce time 
To ftcal from fpiritual leifure a brief fpan. 
To keep your earthly audit ; fure, in that 
I deem you an ill hufband, and am glad 
7 o liavc you therein my companion. 

f^'ol. Sir, 
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For holy offices I have a time ; 

A time^ to think upon the part of bnfineft 

I bear i'th* ftate; and nature does require i 

Her times of preferVatio9> which, perforce, 

I her frail fon, zmong^ my brethren mortal^ ' 

Muft give »y tendance to* . 

King. YouL Iwkve faid wcH. 

WoU And ever may your Highnefs yokie togetkevy 
As I will lend you caufe, my doing well 
With my well faying ! 

King. ^'Ti$ well faid agaia ; 
And 'tis a kind of good deed to fay well. 
And yet words are no deeds. My father lovM yott i 
He faid, he did : and with his deed did cisowA 
His word upon yoii. Since I had my office^ 
I've kept yjott next my h^rt ; have not alone 
Imploy'd you where high profits migh/t conl& home^ ' 
But par'd my prefent havings, to beflow 
My bounties upon you, 

/T^/. What ihould this mean? ^ \J/f^^.\ 

Sur, The Lord increafe this bufinefs ! [j^fia^e. 

King. H^ve I not made you 
The prime man of th^ ftate ?. 1 pray, tell me. 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true : 
And, if you may con£efs it, iay withal^ ' 

If you are bound to us, or no ? what iay: you i i 

WaL My Sovereign, I confefs your royal graces 
Showr'd an me daily have been 'more than couid ^ 
My ftudied purpofes requite, which wont . . * 

Beyond all man's endeavours. My endeavours j 

Have ever come too fhort of my defires, 
Yet fiird with my abilities, mine own ends 
Have been mine fo, that evermore they pointed , 
To th' good of your moft facred perfon,^^nd 
The profit of the ftate : For your great graces 
Heap'd upon me, poor undeferver, I 
Can nothing render but allegiant tjianks. 
My prayers to heav'n for you ; my loyalty. 
Which ever has, and ever ihall be growing. 
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'Till death, that winter, kill it. 

King, Fairly anfwcr'd : 
A loyal and obedient fubje^l is 
Therein illuftrated ; th« honour of it 
Does pay the a£l of it, as i'th' contrary 
The foulnefs is the puniihment. I preTume, 
That as my hand has open'd bounty to you. 
My heart dropped love ; my pow'r rain'd honour more 
On you, than any ; ib your hand and heart. 
Your brain, and ev'ry function of your power. 
Should notwithflanding that your bond of duty. 
As 'twere in love's particular, be more 
To me, yoUr friend, than any. 

mi. I profefs. 
That for your Highnefs' good I ever laboured. 
More than mine own ; that am I, have been, will be; 
Thoueh all the world fhould crack their duty to you. 
And throw it from their foul ; though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make 'em, and 
Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty, 
Ab doth a rock again ft the chiding flood. 
Should the approach of this wild river break. 
And (land unihaken yours. 

King, 'Tis nobly Ipoken ; 
Take notice, I^ords, he has a loyal breaft. 
For you have feen him open't. Read o'er this. 



[Gi'ving him papers, 
akfaft, wit' 



And, after, this ; and then to breakfaft, with 
What appetite you may. 

[Exit Kingj frt^wning upon Cardinal Wolfey ; the Noihs 
throng after hinij ivhi/pering and fmiUng. 

Wol, What fhould this mean ? 
What fudden anger's this ? how have I reap'd it ? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leap 'J from his eyes. So looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntfman, that has gall'd him ; 
Then makes him nothing. I muft read this paper : 

I fear, the ftory of his anger— 'tis fo m 

This paper has undone me— ?vv^ ^ w:.wasx 
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Of all that world of wealth I've drawn together 

For mine own ends ; indeed, to gain the Popedom, 

And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence. 

Fit for a fool to fall by ! What croS devil 

Made me put this main fecret in the packet 

I fent the King ? is there no way to cure this ? 

No new device to beat this from his btains ? 

I know, 'twill ftir him ftrongly ; yet [ know 

A way, if it take right, in fpight of fortune 

Will bring me ofF again. What's this — To the PofeT 

The letter, as I live, with all the bufinefs 

I writ tc's Holinefs. Nay, then farewel ; 

I've touch'd the higheft point of all my Greatnefs; 

And from that full meridian of my glory 

J hafte now to my fetting, I Jhall fall. 

Like a bright exhalation in the evening j 

And no man fee me more. 

Enter to Wolfey, the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, the 
Earl of Surrey, and the Loi'd Chamberlain * 

^or. Hear the King's pleafure. Cardinal j who com- 
mands you 
To render up the Great Seal prefently 
Into our hands, and to confine yourfelf 
To JJher-houfe, my Lord of Winchefter'*s^ 
'Till you hear further from his Highnefs, 

WoL Sray: 
Where's your commiffion, i.ords ? words cannot carry 
Authority fo mighty. 

Suf, Who dare crofs 'em. 
Bearing the King's will from his mouth exprefly ? 

WoU 'Till I find more than will, or words to do it, 
(I mean, yourxhalice ;) know, officious Lords, 
I dare, and muft deny it. Now I feel 
Of what coarfe metal yc are moulded,— -Envy z 
How eagerly ye follow my difgrace. 
As if it fed ye ; and how fleek, and wanton, 
y 'appear in every thing 'may bring my tain* 
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Follow your envioas courfes, men of malice ; 
You've chriftian warrant for 'em, and, no doubt. 
In time will find their fit rewards. That Seal, 
You a(k with fuch a violence, the King 
(Mine and your mafter) with his own hand gave me ; 
Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours, . 
During my life ; and to confirm his goodnefs, 
Ty'd it by letters patents. Now, who'll take it ? 

Sur, The King, that gave it. 

H^oL It mufl be himfelf then. 

Sur, Thou'rt a proud traitor, prieft. 

TFoI. Proud Lord, thou lieft : 
Within thefe forty hours Surrey durft better 
Have burnt that tongue, than faid fo. 

Sur. Thy ambition. 
Thou fcarlet fin, robb'd this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law : 
The heads of all thy brother Cardinals,. 
(With thee, and all thy bed parts bound together,) 
Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy ! 
You fent me Deputy for Ireland, 
Far from his fuccour ; from the King ; from, all. 
That might have mercy on the fault, thou gav'ft him : 
Whilft your great gooanefs, out of holy pity, 
Abfolv'd him with an ax. 

Wol This, and all elfe 
This talking Lord can lay upon my credit, 
1 anfwer, is moft falfe. The Duke by law 
Found his deferts. How innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end. 
His noble jury and foul caufe can witnefs. 
If I lov'd many words. Lord, I ihould tell you. 
You have as little honefty as honour ; 
That I, i'th' way of loyalty and truth 
Towatd the King, my ever-royal mailer, 
J>are mate a founder man than Surrey can be. 
And all that love his. follies. 

Sur. By my foul, 
yo«r long coat, prieft, prote&s you ; thou ihould'H feel 
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My fword i'th' life-blood of thee elfe. My Lords, 

Can J ' irndure to hear this' arrogance ? 

And from this fellow ? if we live tl\us tamely, 

To be thus jaded by a piece of fcarlet, 

Farewel, nobility : let his Grace go forward. 

And dare us with his cap, like larks. 

WoL All goodnefs 
Is poifon to thy ftomachi 

Sur, Yes, that goodnefs 
Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one, 
Into your own hands, Cardinal, by extortion : 
The goodnefs of your intercepted packets 
You writ to th' Pope, againft the King ; your goodnefs. 
Since you provoke me, fhall be moil notorious. 
My Lord of Norfolk^ as you're truly noble. 
As you refpeft the common good, the flate 
Of our defpis'd nobility, our ifibes, 
Who, if he 14 ve, wiH fcarce be gentlemen; 
Produce the grand fum of his fitis, the articles 
Colle6lcd from his life. V\\ ftartle ycra, (15) 
Wcrfe than the facring bell, when the brown wench 
Xay kiirmg in y^ur arms, Lord Cardinal. 

WoL How much, methinks,.Iconlddefpife this man. 
But that Fm bound in charity againft it ! 

Nor* Thofe articles, my Lord, arc in th' King's hand: 
But thus much, t^y are foul ones. 

Wo], So much fairer. 
And fpotlefs, (hall mine innocence arife ; 
When the King knows my truth. 

Sur, This cannot favc you : 
I thank my memory, 1 yet remember 
Some of tnefe ardcles, and out they fh^K ^ 

(15) Wtrfe thanthtiCttM^ BeH, ] This ■bfurd Reatfiiig 

has only found place in Mr. FotC.% two fiditioBs, I kave it- 
ftor*d, from all xhe beft Copies, facring Bell. That Ge»tleinan, 
fure, ihould know, that in BjuMtn-CatUVtc Countries the littlb Bell, 
which is rung to give Notice of the Hofi approaching when it it car« 
ried in proceffion, as alfo^ in other omcei of that Church, is valM^ 
the i^amfttfxtOotd^rM'm^\\\ from tke FriMfr W«c4>S«em. 
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Now, if you can, blufli, and cry guilty. Cardinal; 
You'll (hew a little honcfty. u: 

/fW. Speak on. Sir, 
I dare your worft objcdUons : if I blufli. 
It is to fee a nobleman want manners. 

Sur. Vd rather want thofe, than my head ; have at yoo. 
Firll, that without the King's afTent, or knowledge. 
You wrought to be a legate ; by which power 
You maim'd the jurifdidion of all bifliops. 

Nor. Then, that in all you writ ta Rome, or elfe 
To I'o reign Princes, £go ^ Rex mens 
Was ilill infcrib'd; in which you brought the King 
To be your fcrvant. 

Suf, 1'hat without the knowledge 
Either of King or Council, when you went 
Ambaffador to th' Emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great feal. 

Sur> It em J You fent a large commiffion 
To Gregory de Caffado, to conclude. 
Without the King's will or the ftate's allowance, 
A league between his Highnefs and Ferrara. 

Suf, That out of mere ambition, o^ou have made 
Your holy hat be ftanipt on the King's coin. 

Sur, Then, that you have fent innumerable fubftancc 
(By what means got, I leave to your own confcience) 
To furnifh Rome ; and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities, to th' mere undoing 
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are. 
Which fince they are of you, and odious^ 
I will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham, O, my Lord, 
Prefs not a falling man too far ; 'tis virtue : 
His faults lie open to the laws ; let them. 
Not you, correft him. My hear* weeps to fee him 
So little of his great felf. 

5«r. I forgive him. 

Suf, Lord Cardinal, the King's further pleafure is, 
(Becaufe all thofe things you have done of late. 
By your pow'r legantiae within this kingdom, 
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Fall in the compafs of a Pnemunire) 

That therefore fuch a writ be fu'd againfl yoti» 

To forfeit all your eoods, lands, tenements^ 

Chattels, and whatfoever, and to be (16) 

Out of the King's protedion. This is my charge. 

Nor, And fo we'll leave you to your meditations 
How to live better. For your ftubborn anfwer, 
About the giving back thte great feat to us. 
The King (hall know it ; and, no doubt, j(hall thank yoo. 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinal. 

[Exeunt all hut Wolfcy^ 

WoL So farcwel to the little good you bear me. 
Farewel, a long farewel to all my greatnefs ! 
This is the ftate of man j to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes, to-morrow bloflbms. 
And bears his blufhing honours thick upon him; 
The third day comes a froft, a killing froft ; 
And when he thinks, good eafy man, full furely 
His greatnefs is a ripening, nips his root ; 
A^d then he falls, as I do. I have ventur'd. 
Like little wanton boys, that fwim on bladders, 
Thefe many fummers in a fea of glory : 
But far beyond my depth : my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me ; and now has left me. 
Weary, and old with fervice, to the mercy 
Of a rude ftream, that muft for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye ; 
I feel my heart new open'd. Oh, how wretched- 
Is that poor man, that hangs on Princes' favouM ! 



(16) Caftles, and wbatfoeverf] I have ventured to fubftitute Ciktt^ 
tfh here, as the Author's genuine Word, for this good Reafon ; 
becaufe, as our Law-books inform us, the Judgment in a Writ of 
Pramun'tre is, that the Defendant fhall he from thenceforth 9ut of tbt 
King' s ProUflion j and his Lands and Texrwents, Goods and Chatt£I.8 
forfeited to theKint'} and that his Body (hall remain in pnfonatthe 
King's pleafure. But becaufe it may be objcfted, that Sbakeffeof 
had no Acquaintance with the Law-books, it will be proper to 
take notice, that this veiy Dcfcriptiqa of \\ie. Pratnunire ia fet out 
by Halingjhead in his Lifn of King Kiw^ WVL» ^x ^^v ^^-v 
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There is, betwixt that fmile we wohM a^re to. 
That fwcet afpeft^f Princes, and oor ruin. 
More pangs and fears than -war or wooten have; 
And, when he falls, he falls like Lucifir^ 
Never to iiope again. 

Enter Cromwell, ftaniing amas^dm 

Why, how now, CromiveU? 

Crom, I have no power to fpeak. Sir* 
•' WoI.,Vrhzt^ amaz'd 
At my misfortunes ? can thy fpint wonder, 
A great man flioald decline.^ nay, if you w«ep, 
I'm fall'n indeed. 

Crom, How does your Grace ? 

JToL 'Why, well; 
Never fo truly happy, my good Crwnvell* 
I know myfelf no^ and I feel within me 
A peace aoove all earthly dignities ; 
A ftill and quiet confcience. The King has cur*d me, 
I humbly thank his Grace; and, from thefe ihoulders, 
Thefe ruin'd pillars, out of pity taken 
A load would fink a navy, too much honour. 
O' 'tis a burden, Cromnueliy 'tis a burden. 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heav'n. 

Crom. Pm glad, your Grace has made that right Qfeofit* 

WoL I hope, I have : I'm able now, metbinks^ 
. Out'of a fortitude of foul I feel, 
T'endure more miferies, and greater far, • 

Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offen, 
What news abroad ? 

Crom, The heavieft, and the \^orlit. 
Is your difpl^afure with the King. 

fFol. God blefs him ! 

Crotfu The next is, that Sir Thomas Moon is cbofea 
Lord Chancellor in your place. 

IFoL That's fomewhat fudden • 

pjjt hf^s a learned man. May he continue 
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For truth's fake and tuaxonCciefloe; dut his bonet. 
When he has run his ceoHe, and fleqps in blefliii«;% 
May have a tomb of orphans* tears wept oa him l 
What more ? 

CrwM. That Cramuir is retum'd with wdcomie; 
Inftaird Lord Archbifliop of CoMttrimy. 

Wd. That's news» indeed. 

Crom. Lafl« that ^e lady Anm^ 
Whom the Kin|; hath in fecrecy long married^ 
This day was view'd in open» as his Queen^ 
Going to chapel ; and the voice is now 
Only about her Coronation. 

WoL There was the weight that pull'd me dowm. O 
Crtrnvwellf 
The King has gone beyond me : all my glories 
In that one woman I have loft for ever. 
No fun (hall ever ufher forth my honours. 
Or gild again the noble troops» that waited 
Upon my fmiles. Go, get tW fiom me, €nmw$Bi 
I am a poor fall'n man, unworthy now 
To bediyLord and mailer. Seek the King.; 
(That fun, I pray, may never fet) I've told him 
What and how true thon art : he will advance thee : 
Some little memory of me will ftir him, 
I know his noble nature, not to let 
Thy hopeful fervicc perifh too. Good Crormwdt^ 
Negledl him not ; make ufe now, and provide 
For thine own future fafety. 

Crtm, O my Lord, 
Mufl: I then leave you ? muft I needs forego 
So good, fo noble, and fo true a mailer ? 
Bear"witnefs, all that have not hearts of iron. 
With vvh^t a forrow Cromvjell leaves hif Lord. 
The King ihall have my fervice; but my prayer* 
For ever, and for ever, ihall be yours. 

WoL CrotmuelU I did not think to ihed a tear 
In all my miferies ; but thou haft forc'd me» 
Out of thy honeft truth, to plav the woman- 
Let's dry our eyes ; aad xkvxii wi \jkSax TBft> Csrwwaw^^^ 
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And when I am forgotten, as I fhall be» 
And fleep in dall cold marble, where no mendon 
Of me maft more be heard : fay then, I tanghc thee; 
Say, Wolfyj that once trod the ways of glory. 
And foonded all the depths and (hoals of nonoor. 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rife in : 
A fure and fafe one, though thy mafter mifs'd it. 
Mark but my ^1, and that which rnin'd me : 
<lromw€Uy I char^ thee, fline away ambition ; 
By that fin fell uie angels : how can man then 

She ima^e of his maker) hope to win by't ? 
ve thytelf laft; cheriih thofe hearts, that hate thee: 
Corruption wins not more than honefty* 
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace» 
To filence envions tongues. Be juA, and fear not. 
Let all the ends, thou aim'ft at, be thy country's. 
Thy Ood's^ and Trnth^s ; then if thou fali'fi, O Crmnwell, 
Thou fall'ft a blefTed martyr. Serve the King 1 

And, pry*thee, lead me in*— i 

There, take an inventory of all I have ; 

To the laft penny, 'tis the King's. My robe. 

And my integrity to heav'n, is all 

I dare now call mine own. O CromweiJ, Cromwillr 

Had I but ferv'd my God with half the zeal 

I ferv'd my Kine, he would not in mine age 

Have left me naKed tb mine enemits.. 

Crorn^ Good Sir, have patience. 

WoL So I have. Farcwel 
The hopes of Court ! my hopes in heav'n do dwelL 

[JExewit> 






KC*^ 



King Henry VlII. syj 

ACT IV. 

SCENE, a Street in Weftminften 
Enter two Gentlemen^ meeting m^ another, 

iGbntleman. 

YOU'RE well met once again. 
2 Gen. And fo are you. 

1 Gen. You come to take your (land here, and behold 
The lady ^nw pafs from her coronation. 

2 Gen. 'Tis all my bufinefs. At our laft encounter. 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his trial. 

1 Gen. 'Tis very true. But that time offer'd forrow ; 
This, general joy. 

2 Gen. 'Tis well ; the citizens, 

I'm fure, have fhewn at full their loyal minds» 
And, let 'em have their rights, they're ever forward 
In celebration of this day with ihows. 
Pageants, and fights of honour. 

1 Gen. Never greater. 

Nor, ril aiTare you, better taken. Sir. 

2 Gen. May I be bold to afk what that contains. 
That paper in your hand ? 

1 Gen. Yes, 'tis the lift 

Of thofe that claim their offices this day. 

By cuftom of the coronation. 

The Duke oi Suffolk is the firft, and claims 

To be High Steward; next, the Duke oi Norfolk, 

To be Earl Marihal ; you may read the reft. 

2 Gen* I thank you» Sir i had I not known thofe caftoms. 
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I (hould have been beholden to your paper. 
Bot, I beieech you, what's become of Catbmiatf 
Tke Princefs Dowager ? how goes her bufinefs f 

' I Gen. That I can tell you too ; the Archbifhop 
OiCanierhmyj accompanied with other 
Learned and reverend fathers of his order. 
Held a late Court at Dunftabky ^x miles 
From Jmptlnli where the Princefs lay; to whick 
' She oft was cited by them, but appeared not : 
And, to be ihort, for not appearance and 
The King's late fcruple, by the main aflent 
Of all thefe learned men die was divorc'd. 
And the late marriage made of none effe£t : 
Since which, ihe was remov'd to Kimhelton^ 
Where fhe remains now fick. 

2 Qen. Ala^, good lady ! 
Tfcetrampeu found; ^d doie, theXJgeen is coming. 




'Wtfi 
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The Order of the Coronation. 

1. jiU^ehf Jiourifi of trumfets. 

2. Tbeny t'wo Judges, 

3. Lord Chancellory nvith the purfi and mace before him^ 

4. Chorift&rs finging^ {Mufick. 

5. Mepfor ofljOxAoxiy hearing the nuue, Th^ Garter 
in his cotU'pf drmsy 4md on his head a gilt copper 
cro^wn, 

6. Marquis ofDotkt^ hearing a fcepter-of gold, en his 

head a dend-coronal of gold. With hisn, the Earl 
^Surrey, heaeingthe rod of fUfver njoith the dove^ 
crowned *with an EarPs coronet. Collars ofSS. 

J. Duke of SafFolky in his robe of fate j his coronet on 
his heady bearing a long white wandy as High Stew-- 
ard. With him the Duke ^Norfolk, with the rod 
of marjhaljhipy a coronet on his head. Collars ofSS. 

€. jd can^ bom by four of the C]|Dque7port8, under it 
fhe^een in. her robe ; in her hair richly adorned nmth 
pearl, crowned. On each fide her, the bijhops of - 
London and Winchefter. 

9. ne old Dutchefs of Norfolk,. /ir a coronal of gold, 
*wr ought lAjith flowers y bearing the ^een^s train, 

10. Certain Ladies or Countejfes^ fwith plain circlets of 
gold without flowers. 

fhey pafs over the ft age in order and ft ate y and then 
Exeunt, isnfh a great flourifl> of trumpets. 

2 Gen, A royal train, believe me ; thefe I know ; 
Who'fi tkat, who bears the fcepter? 

1 Gen, Marquis Dorfet, 

And that the Earl of Surrey » with the rod. 

2 Gen, A bald brave gentleman. That fiiould he 
The Duke of Suflhlk. 

1 Gen, 'Tisthe feme: High Steward. 

2 Gen, And that my Lord of Norfolk, 

1 Gen, Yes. 

2 Gen. Heav'n ble& thee I 
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Thou hall the fwcetcft face I ever look'd on. 

Sir, as I have a foul, fhe is tin angel ; 

Our King has all the Indies in his arms. 

And more and richer, when he ih*ains that lady : 

I cannot blame his confcience. 

1 Gen. They, that bear 
The cloth of ftate above her, are four barons 
Of the Cinque^Ports. 

2 Gen. Thofe men are happy ; fo are all, are near her. 
I take it, fhe that carries up the train. 

Is that old noble lady, the dutchefs of Norfolk. 

1 Gen, It is, and all the reft are counteiles. ^ 

2 Gen. Their coronets fay fo. Thefe aire ftars, mdeed : J 
And fometimes falling ones. ! 

I Gen. No more of that. 

Enter m third Gentleman. 

God fave you, Sirl Where have you been broiling? 

3 Gen. Among the crowd i'th* Abbey, where a finger 
Could not be wedg'd in more ; I am ftifled^ 

With the mere ranknefs of their joy. * 

t Gen. You faw the ceremony ? I 

3 Gen. I did. ^ > 

I Gen, How was it ? | 

3 Gen. Well worth the feeing. 

z Gen. Good Sir, fpeak it to us. ; 1 

3 Gen. As well as I am able. The rich ftream . . 

Of lords and ladies, having brought the Queen 
To a prepar'd place in the choir, fell off 
A diftance from her ; while her Grace fat down 
To reft a while, feme half an hour, or fo. 
In a rich chair of ftate ; oppofmg freely I 

The beauty of her perfon to the people : 
(Believe me. Sir, fhe is the goodlieft woman. 
That ever lay by man ;) which when the people 
Had the full view of, fuch a noife arofe ' 

As the ihrouds make at fea in a ftifFtempeft, ; 

As load, and to as many tunes, s Hats, cloaks. 
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Doublets, I think, flew up ; and had their faces 
Been loofe, this day they had been loft. Such joy 
I never faw before. Great-belly*d women. 
That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would (hake the prefs. 
And make 'em reel before *em. No man living 
Could fay, this is my wife there, all were woven 
So ftrangely in one piece. 

2 Gen, But, pray, what follow*d ? 

3 Gen. At length her Grace rofe, and with modeft paces 
Came to the altar, where fhe kneel'd ; and, faint-like» " 
Call her fair eyes to heav'n, and pray'd devoutly. 
Then rofe again, and bowM her to the people : 
When by the Archbifhop of Canterbury, 

Sh' had all the royal makings of a Queen ; 
As holy oil, Ed^ward ConfeSbr's crown. 
The iipd, and bird of peace, and all fu^ emblems 
Laid nobly on her : which perform'd, the choir. 
With all the choiceft mufick of the kingdom. 
Together fung Te Deum. So (he parted. 
And with the fame full flate pac'd back again 
To Tbrk'Place^ where the feaft is held. 

1 Gen, You muft no more call it Tork-PUce^ that'j paftt 
For fince the Cardinal fell, that title's loft, 

»Tis now the Kind's, jand call'd Whitehall. 

3 Gen, I know it : . 
But 'tis fo lately altcr'd, that the old name 
Is frefti about me. 

2 Gen, What two reverend bifhops 

Were thofe, that went on each fide of the Queen ? 

3 Gen. Stojkejly and Gardiner ; the one of Winchefter, 
Newly preferred from the King's Secretary ; 

The other, Lon4oti, 

2 Gen, He of Winchefter 

Is held no great good lover of th* Archbifhop, 
The virtuous Crtfww^r. 

3 Gen, All the land knows that : 

However, yet there's no great breach ; when't comes, 
Cranmcr will find a friend will ngt fhrink front huxu 
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2 GeMt. Who may that be, I pray you ? 

3 Geti, Thomas Crormjjellf 

A man in much efteem with th' King, and, truly, 
A worthy friend. The King has nude liim 
Matter o'th' jewel-houfe. 
And one, already, of the privy-council. 

2 Gen, He will deferve more. 

3 Gen, Yes, without all doubt. 
Come, gentlemen, you ftiall go my way. 

Which is to th' Court, and there fliall be my guefts : 
Something I can command ; as I walk thither, 
I'll tell ye more. 

Both. You may command us. Sir. [Exeunt, 

SCENE changes to Kimbolton. 

Enter Catharine Do^wager, fick^ led Between Griftith her 
gentletttan-u/heTf and Patience her fwoman* 

Grif, T T Q W does your Grac€ ? 

Jrl C4Ub, O Griffith^ fick to death : 
My legs, like loaded branches, bow to th' eardi^ 
. Willing to leave their burden : reach a chair 
So— now, methinks, I feel a little eafe. [Sittiftg down, 
Didfl thou not tell me, Grifith^ as thou kd'ft mo. 
That the great child of honour. Cardinal H^olfiy, 
Was dead ? . 

Grif. Yes, Madam ; but I think, your Grace, 
Out of the pain you fuffer'd, gave no ear to't. 

Cath, Pr'ythee, good Griffith^ tell me how he dy'd. 
If well^ he liept before me happily. 
For my example. 

Grif, Well, the voice goes. Madam. . 
For after the ftout Earl ot Northumberland 
Arretted him at Yorky and brought him forward 
(As a man forely tainted) to his anfwer. 
He fell fick fuddenly, and grew fo ill 
He could not fit his mule. 

Ctub. Alas, poor maa I 
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Grif, .At laft, with eafy roads he came to Let*fter % 
Lodg'd in the Abbey ; where the rev'rend Abbot, 
With all his convent, honourably received him ; 
To whom he gave thefe words, " O father Abbot, 
** An old man, broken with the ftorms of Hate, 
" Is come to lay his weary bones among ye j 
** Give him a little earth for charity !" 
So went to bed ; where eagerly his ficknefs 
Purfu'd him ftill, and three nights after this. 
About the hour of eight, (which he himfelf 
Foretold, (hould be ms laft) full of repentance. 
Continual meditations, tears and forrows. 
He gave his honours to the world again. 
His blefTed part to heav'n, and flept in peace. 

Cath, So may he reft, his faults lie gently on him ! 
Yet thus far, Griffith ^ give me leave to fpeak him. 
And yet with charity ; he was a man 
Of an unbounded ftomach, ever ranking 
Himfelf with Princes : one,, that by fuggeftion 
Ty'd all the kingdom ; fimony was fair play : • 
His own opinion was his law.- I'th' prefence 
He would fay untruths, and be ever double 
Both in his words and meaning. He was never,, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful. 
His promifes were, as he then was, mifi;hty ; 
But his performance, as he now is, no£ing. 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

Grif, Noble madam. 
Men's evil manners live in brafs, their virtues 
We write in water. May it pleafe your Highnefs 
To hear me fpeak his good now ? 

Cath. Yes, good Grijffithy 
I were malicious elfe. 

Grif. This Cardinal, (17) 

Though 

(17) I this Cardinal 

^btughfrom an bumble Stocky undoubtedly 
H^asfaflf'iond to much Honour, From bis Cradle 
Ht was 4 Scholar, and a ri^e^ wd gnod one \\ Vsc^ \.V:\\'5"^S^^>^'«^ 
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Though from an humble ftock, undoubtedly 

Was tafhion'd to much honour, from his cradle ; 

He was a fcholar, and a ripe and good one ; 

Exceeding wife, fair fpoken, and perfuading ; 

Lofty and four to them, that lov'd him not ; 

But to thofe men, that fought him, fweet as fummer. 

And though he were unfatisfy'd in getting, 

(Which was a fin) yet in beAowing, Maaam^ 

He was moil princely : Ever witnefs for him 

Thofe twins of learning that he rais'd in you, 

IpfiAjrrh and Oxfurd ! one of which fell with him. 

Unwilling to out-live the good he did it : 

The other, though unfinifh'd, yet fo famous. 

So excellent in art, and dill fo rifing, 

That Chriftendom fhall ever fpeak his virtue. 

His overthrow heapM happinefs upon him ; 

For then, and not till then, he felt himfelf. 

And found the blcffednefs of being little : 

And to add greater honours to his age 

Than man could give him, he dyM, fearing God. 

Cath. After my death I wifh no other herald* 
No other fpeaker of my living adtions, 
To keep mine honour ijcm corruption. 
But fuch an honeft chronicler as Griffith. 
Whom I moft hated living, thou haft made mc. 
With thy religious truth and modefty. 
Now in his amcs honour. Peace be with him ! 
Patience^ be near me ilill, and fet me lower. 
I liave not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith^ 
Caufe the muficians play me that fad note, 
I nam'd my knt;Il ; whilft I fit meditating 
On that celeftial harmony I go to. 

hitherto been moft abfurdly pointed. ^That Wolfey fliouW be a r^ 
Scholar from his C>-adle, is moft extraordinary and incredible. My 
Alteration of the Pointing, ] daic be pofitive, gives us the Poet'l 
M<»aning j and exprcfles that Charadlcr, which, HoI>ngJbead teils us, 
Edmurd Cawpaln, in his Hiftory of Ireland, had given 01 the Cardliul, 
that be was a man uitdoubtcdlj bora to Honour* 
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. Sad andfoUmn mufick, 

Orif. She IS afleep : good wenck, let's iit down qoiet^ 
For fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience, 

fhe 'vijion. Enter foUmnly one after amther^Jix perfinagety 
clad in 'white robes ^ ^wearing on their heads garlands of 
bays^ and golden 'vizards on their faces ; branches ofbc^s^ 
or palm in their hands. 7hey firft congee unto ber^ then 
dance ; andy at certain changes^ tbefirft tn»o hold afpare 
garland over her head i at ivhich, the other four make 
re*verend curt^fes, T'hen the t'lvo, that held the goT" 
land^ deli'uer the fame to the other next tivo ; toho ob^ 
fer've the fame order in their changes^ and holding the 
garland over her head : Which done^ they deliver the 
fame garland to the laf fwoy ivho likevutfe obferve the 
fame order : (At nahich^ as it vuere by infpiration^ Jhe 
makes in herfleep figns of rejoicings and holdeth' up her 
hands to heaven.) Andfo in thetr dancing vanijhj car- 
tying the garland vaith them. The mufick continues, 

Cath, Spirits of peace ; where are ye ? are ye gone ? 
And leave me here in wretchednefs behind ye ? 

Grif Madam, we're here. 

Cath. It is not you I call for ; 
Saw ye none enter, fince I flept ? 

Grif. None, Madam. 

Cath. No ? faw you not e'en now a blefled troop 
Invite me to a banquet, v^hofe bright faces 
Cafl thoufand beams upon me, like the fun ? 
They promis'd me eternal happinefs. 
And brought me garlands, Griffith^ which I feci 
I am not worthy yet to wear : I fhall afluredly. 

Grif. I am moft joyful. Madam, fuch ^ood dreams 
PofTefs your fancy. 

Cath. Bid the mufick leave, 
'Tis harih and heavy to mc \Mufick ceafes* 

Fat. Do you note, 
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How much her Grace is alter'd on the fudden ? 
How long her face is drawn f how pale (he looks. 
And of an earthly cold ? obferve her eyes. 

-Gri/, She is going, wench. Pray,' pray,—— * 

Faf, Heav'n comfort .her ! 

Enter a Mtfftnger. 

Mf. An't like your Grace ■ 

Cath^ You are a fawcy fellow, 
Beferve we no more rev'rence ? 

Grif* You're to blame. 
Knowing, (he will not lofe her wonted greatnefs. 
To ufc fo rude behaviour. Go to, kneel. 

Me/. I humbly do intreat your Highnefs' pardon : 
My hafie made me unmannerly. There is ftaying 
A gentleman, fent from the iting, to fee you. 

Catb. Admit him entrance, Griffith. But this fellow 
Let me ne'er fee again. [Exit Mejfenger. 

Enter Lard Capucius. 

If my fight fail not. 

You fhould be Lord ambailador from the Emperor, 

My royal nephew ; and your name Capucius. 

Cap. Madam, the f^e, your fervant. 

Cath. O my Lord, 
The times and titles are now alter'd ftrangely 
With me, fince firft you knew me. But, I pray yon. 
What is your pleafure with me ? ' 

Cap. Noble lady, 
Firft, mine own fervice to your Grace ; the next. 
The King's requeft that I would vifit you ; 
Who grieves much for your weaknefs, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations. 
And heartily intreats you take good comfort. 

Cath. O my good Lord, that comfort comes too late ; 
^TiB like a pardon aCtcr extCMXiotv % 
Th2X gentle phyfick, gW'n m \jim^> V-a.^ cw'^ m^\ 
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But now Fm paft all comforts here, but prayers. 
How does his Highnefs ? 

Cap. Madam, m good health. 
Cath, So may he ^er do, and ever flourifh. 
When I fhall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
BaoiihM the kingdom ! Patience^ is that letter, 
I caus'd you write, yet Cent away ? 
Pat, No, Madam. 

Catb, Sir, I muft humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my Lord the ELing. 
Cap. Moft willing, M^am. 
fliub^ In which I have commended to his goodneis 
*rhe model of our chaile loves, his young daughter ; 
(The dews, of -heav'n fall thick in bleflings on J\pr !) 
Befeeching him to give her virtuous breeding, 
(She's young, and of a noble modeft nature : 
I hope, Ihe will deferve well) and a little 
To love her for her mother's fake, that lov'd him, 
Heav'n knows, how dearly ! my next poor petition 
Is, that his noble Grace would have (bme pity 
Upon mv wretched women, that fo long 
Have follow'd both my fortunes faithfully ; 
Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 
(And now I ihould not lye) but well diciirwe. 
For virtue aAd:true beauty of the foul, . 
For honeily aM decent carriage, 
A right good, haib^nd, let him be a nobler : 
And fure, th<4c men *rc happy, that fhall have *em. 
The lail is for my men ; they are the pooreft. 
But poverty could nei^r draw 'em from me ; 
That they may have their wages duly paid 'em. 
And fomething over to remember me. 
If heav'n had pleas'd to've giv'n me longer life 
And able means, we had not parted thus. 
Thefe are the whole contents. And, good my Lord, 
By that you love the deareft in this world. 
As you wifh chriftian peace to fouls departed. 
Stand thefe poor people's friend, and ur^<i tha ¥iso«^ 
To do me this laH right. 
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Cap. By heav'n, I will ; 
Or let me lofe the fafhion of a xnan ! 

Cath. I thank you, honeft Lord. Remember me 
In all humility onto his Highliers ; 
And tell him, his long trouble now is paffing 
Out of this world. Tell him, in death I blefk him ; 
For fo I will — ^mine eyes grow dim. Farewel, 
My Lord— -Gr/^/I^, farewel nay, Patienctt 

You muft not leave me yet. I muft to bed ■ 
' Call in more women — WheA I'm dead, good wench. 
Let me be us'd with honour ; ftrew me over 
With maiden fluw'n, that all the world may know 
I was a chafte wife to my grave ; embalm me. 
Then lay me forth ; although unqueen'd, yet like 
A Queen, and daughter to a King^interr me. 
I can no more.— ^-« [Exmnt^ kaJiwg Catharine* 
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A C T V. 

S C E N E^ hfmt the Palace. 

Enter Gardiner Bijbop p/^ Winchcftcr, a Page with a 
torch hefrre him^ met by Sir Thomas Lovell, 

Gardiner. 

IT'S one o'clock, boy, is't not ? 
Boy, It hath ilruck. 

Gara, Thefe fhould be hours for neceflities. 
Not for delif^ts ; times, to repair our nature 
With comforting repofe, and not for us 
To wafte thefe tunes. Gbod hour of night. Sir Thomas ; 
Whither fo late ? 

Lo'u, Came you from the Kine, my Lord ? 

Gard, \ did, Sir Thomasy and left him at Primero 
With the Duke of Suffolk. 

Lov. I mufl to him too. 
Before he go to bed. I'll take my leave. 

Gard, Not yet. Sit Thomas Lovell; what's the matter? 
It feems, you are in hafte : And if there be 
No great offence belongs to't, give your friend 
Some toudi of your late bufinels. . Affairs, that walk 
(As they fay, fpirits do,) at midnight, have 
In them a wilder nature, than the buiinefs 
That feeks difpatch by day. 

Lo^, My Lord, I love you : 
And durft commend a fecret to your ear 
Much weightier than this work. The Queen's in labour. 
They fay, in great extremity ; 'tis fear'd, 
She'U with the labour end. 

Gard, The fruit fhe goes with 
I pray for heartily, that it may iin^ 
Good time, and live ; but toi x\i^ ^'^V> ^vt^V^w^a^^ 

VOL.V. ^ ^^ 
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I wi(h it grubb'd up now. 

Lrv. MethinlMr I^ccnM 
ferjr the Anwni "^mAyetToj t($n((ience lays. 
She's a good creature, and (fweet lady) does 
Defcrve our better Hfiihes.. 

Gar/i. But, Sir, Sir— — 
Hear me. Sir Tbe mas You're a ^endemsm 
Of mine own way ; I know you wife, religions ; 
And, let me tell you, it wHl ne'erbe-well, 
'Twill not, Sit Tb&mas LowU, take'toftne, 
'Till Cranmetf Cromwell, her two hands, and flie. 
Sleep in their graves. 

Lo^. Now, Sir, you fpeak of two 
The moft remark'd i'th' kingdom ; as for Cromwilh 
Befide that of the jewel-houle, he's ifaade mafter 
O'th' Rolls, and the King's fecretary : Further,' 
Stands in the gap and trade for more preferments. 
With which the time will load him. T^» Archbiihop 
Is the Kind's hand, and tongue ; and who dare fp^ 
One fy liable againft himi 

Gard. Yes, Sir ^Anwof , 
There are that dare ; and I myfelf have ventur'd 
To fpeak my mind of him ; indeed, this day, 
(Sir, I may tell it you,) I think, -I have 
Incens'd the Lords o'th' Council, that he is 
(For fo I know he is, they know Ite is) 
A mofl arch heretick, a peftilence 
That does infed the land ; witli which they moVd, 
Have broken with the King ; who hath fo far 
Giv'n ear to our complaint, of'his ^reat Grace 
And princely care, forefeeing thoife fell mifchiefs 
Our reafons laid before him ; he hatli commanded^ 
To-morrow morning to the council board 
He be convened. He's a rank weed. Sir Thonuu^ 
And we muft root him out. From your affiurs 
I hinder you too long : good-night. Sir Thcmas* 

[Exeunt Gardiner an3^,agi* 

Lo^j, Many goodtd^lus, my Lord ; I reft j^ourfcrvaat. . 
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SCENE changes to an Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter King and Sufiblk. 

King.f^HarUs^ I will pky no more to-night ; 

VJi My mind's not on't, you are tck> hard for flD^e* 

Suf, Sir, I did never win of you before* 

King. But little, Charles ; 
Kor fhall not, when my fancy's on my play. 

^ Re-enter Lovell. 

^owy Lo^elly &om the Queen what is th^ news .? 

Ltm. I could not perfonally deliver to her 
"What you commanded me, but by her woman 
t fen^ your meffage j who return'd her thanks ^ 
in greateft humblenefs, and begg'd your Highnei^ 
Moft heartily to pray for her. 

King, What fay'ft thou ! hal ^ 
To pray for her ! what ! is ihe crying out ! 

Loi>. So faid her woman, and that her fuiPrance made 
Almofl each pang a death. 

King. Alas, good lady ! 

Suf. God fafely quit jier of her burden^ and 
Witn gentle travel, to the gladding of 
Your Highnefs with ani heir ! 

King. 'Tis midnight, Charles ; 
Pr'ythee, to bed j and in thy pray'rs remember 
Th* eftate of my poor Queen. Leave me alone ; 
For I muH think of that, which company 
Would not be friendly to. 

Suf. I wifli your Highnefs 
A quiet night, and my good miitrefs will 
Remember in my prayers. 

King, Cbarlesy a good night : [Exit Suffolk* 

Well; Sir, what follows ? 
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Enter Sir Anthony Denny* 

Denny. Sir, I have brought my Lord the Arch-bilhopy 
As you commanded me. 

King, Ha ! Canterbury /— 

Denny. Yea, my good Lord. 

King. 'Tis true— where is he, Denn^ ? 

Denny, He attends your Highnefs' pleafure. 

King, Bring him to us. {Exit Denny. 

Lom. This is about that, which the fiilhop fpake ; 
J am happily come hither. [Afidt, 

Enter Cranmer and Denny. 

Kin§, Avoitl the gallery. [luOvtW feemeth to fiaji 

Ha ! 1 have faid be gone. 

What ! [Exeunt Lovell and Denny. 

Cran» I am fearful : wherefore frowns he thus ? 
'Tis his afpe^ of terror. All's not well. 

King. How now, my. Lord ? you do defire to know, 
Wherefore I fent for you. 

Cran, It is my duty 
T'attend your Highnefs' pleafure. 

King, Pray you, rife ; 
My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury : 
Come, you and I muft walk a tarn together : 
I've news to tell you. Come, give me your hand. 
Ah, my good Lord, I grieve at what I fpeak ; 
And am right forry to repeat what follows. 
I have, and moft unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, I do fay, my Lord, 
Grievous complaints of you ; which being confider'd. 
Have mov'd us and our council, that you (hall 
This morning come before us ; where I know. 
You cannot with fuch freedona purge yourfelf. 
But that, till further trials in thofe charges 
Which will require your anfwer, you muft take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your houfe our Tox«cr ; You a brother of us. 
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It fits we thus proceed : or elfe no witnefs 
nrould ^ome aeainfl you. 

Cran, I huiiu>ly thank your Highnefs, 
And am right glad to catch this good occaiion 
Uioft throuehly to be winnow*d, where my chaff 
And com inall fly afunder. For, I know, 
rhere's none Hands under more calumnious tongues 
Than I myfelf, poor man. 

,King, Stand up, good Canterbury i 
rhy truth and thy integrity is rooted 
[n uSy thy friend. Give me thy hand, ftand up ; 
Pr*ythee, let's walk. Now, by my holy dame, 
Whsit manner of man are you ? my Lord, I looked, 
STou would Have given me your petition, that 
[ ihould have ta'en fome pains to bring together 
yourfelf and your accufers, and have heard you 
Vffithout indurance further. 
Cran, Moft dread Liege, 
The good I ftand on is my truth and honefly : 
If they ihall fall, I With mine enemies 
Will triumph o'er my perfon ; which I weigh not. 
Being of thofe virtues vacant. 1 fear nothing 
What can be faid againft me. 

Kiug, Know you not 
How your ftate ftands i'th' world, with the whole world? 
Your foes are many, and not fmall ; their pradtices 
Miift bear the fame proportion ; and not ever 
The jufticc and the truth o'th' queftion carries 
The due o'th' verdidl with it. At what eafe 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt 
To fwear againft you ? fuch things have been done. 
You're potently oppos'd ; and with a malice 
Of as great fize. Ween you of better luck, 
I mean, in perjur'd witnefs, than your mafter, 
Whofe minifter you are, while here he liv'd 
Upon this naughty earth ? go to, go to. 
You take a precipice for no leap of danger. 
And woo your own deftrudlion. 
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Cran^ God and your Maj«fi^ 
Froted mine innocence^ or I »U inM 
The trap is laid for me ! 

Kng. Be 9( good €hMV ^ 
They iiail no »ort pretrial, than we giw way to : 
Keep comfort to 70a, asd this morning fee 
Yottt clo appear before tben». If they dianee, 
Tn charging yon with matters, to commit yon i 
The be2 perlaafions to the coatrary 
Fail not to ufe ; and with what vehemency 
Th* o€ca£ea ihall inftrud yoiK If latreatiea 
Will render yon no remedy, this ring 
Deliver diem, and yoni appeal to us 
There make before them. Look, the good man weeps I 
He's honeft, en nme Inmotti. God's bleA mother! 
I fwear^ he ia true-*hc;arted ; and a fonl ' 
None better in my kingdonn Get yoii goiM^ 
And do as I have bid yon. [Emit Cianmer. 

H'as fbrafigied all his language in his tears.. 

Entir an eld Ladf.. 

Gen, [Within,] Come back ; what nusan yon ^ 

Lady. I'll not come back r the tidings that I bsiiM; 
Will make my beldnefi manners. Now good angeh 
Fly o'er thy royal head, and ihade thy pmbn 
Under their bleifed wings ! 

AV;*^. Now, by thy looks 
I gueS thy meiZage. Is the Queen deliver'd ? 
Say, ay; and of a boy. 

ladjr. Ay, ay„ my Liege ; 
And of a lovely boy ; the God of heav'n 
Both now and ever bleis her ! ■ 'tis a girl, 
Promifes boys hereafter. Sir, your Queen 
Deiires your vifitation ; and to be 
Acquainted with this ftranger ;. 'tis as like yon> 
As cherry is to cheiry^ 

JCin^. Love/l^ ■ . ■ 

Zffv, Sir. 
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Hang. Give her an hundred marks. I'll to th« Qucj^n* 



[Exit £r>gk. 
lit,rUhaM 



La^, An hundred marks ! by this light, I'D ha' more* 
An ordinary groom is for fuch payment. 
I will have more, or fcold it out of him. 
Said I for this, th& girl was like him I VVL 
Have more, or elfe unfay't ^ now, while 'tis hot^ 
I'lUput it to the iiTue. [Exit Liufym 

SCENE, before the Council-chamber* 

Enter Cranmerr 

Cr.T Hopey I'm not too late ; and yet the gentleman^ 

JL Tnftt wasi fent to mefcom the CoisBcil» pray'd me 
To make grett haiire. All fiiik ? what jnaana tm I hosLl^ 
Who wait».t]lKre? itti«> yoaknow mth 

Enter Door Ketptr^ 

Door Keep* Yes^ my Lord ; 
But yet I cannAt help>yoi». 
Cran. Why? 
D, Keep. Your Grace muft wait, 'tilt you be call'd fot^ 



Enter Doitor Butts. 



Cran, So." 



Butts, This is a piece of malice : I am glad, 
I came this way fo happily. The King 
Shall underfland it prelently. [Exit Butts. 

Cran. 'Tis Butts y 
The King's phyfician ; as he paft along. 
How earneftly he caft his eyes upon me ! 
Pray heav'n, he found not my difgrace ! for certain. 
This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me, 
(God turn their hearts ! I never fought their malice) 
To quench mine honour : they would Ihame to maks.^s^s^- 
Wait ei/e. at doox : a feUow^oucifeWw^ 
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'Monfirboys and^rooms and lackeys ! but their pleafurcs 
Moft be fulfill'dy and I attepd. with pktience. 

£nter the King and 'B\xti%^ at a tvindotv abonje. 

Butts, I'll (hew your Grace the ilrangeft fight*— 

King, What's that. Butts f 
^ Butts, I think, your Highnefs faw this many a day. 
^King, Body o'me: where is it? 

Butts, There, my Lord : 
The high promotion of his Grace of Canterbury^ 
Who holds his ftate at door 'mongft porfevanti^ 
Pa^es, and foot-boys. 

IGng, Ha! 'tis he, indeed. 
Is this the honour they do one another ? 
'Tis well, there's one above *em yet. I thought^. 
They'd parted fo much honefty among 'em. 
At leafl, good manners ; as not thus to fufier 
A man of his place, and fo near our favour. 
To dance attendance on their Lordlhips* pleafures ; 
And at the door too, like a poft with packets. 
By holy Mary^ ButtSy there's knavery ; 
Let 'em alone, and draw the curtain clofe. 
We ihall hear piore anon,——— 
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SCENE the CounciU 

j1 C9uncil-tahle Brought in tmth chairs and fiods^ and 
placed under the ftate. Enter Lord Chancellory places 
him/elf at the upper end of the tatle on the left hand\ 
A feat being left <void above him^ as for the Arcbbijhop 
of Canterbury. Duke £/* Suffolk, Duke ^^Norfolx, 
Surrey, Lord Chamberlain^ and Gardiacr, feat them- 
fehes in order on each fide. Cromwell at the lowi^ 
endy as Secretary » 

Cifiwtf.QPeak to the bufinefs, Mr. Secretary; (iS) 
C5 Why are we met in council ? 

Crom, Pleafe your honours. 
The caufe concerns his Grace of Canterbury » 

Card, Has he had knowledge of it i! 

Crom. Yes. 

Nor. Who waits there ? 

Door, Keep, Without, my noble Lords ? 

Card. Yes. 

Door, Keep, My Lord Arch-bifhop ; 
And has done half an hour, to know your pleafuresr 

Chan, Let him come in. 

Door, Keep, Your Grace may enter now. 

[Cranmer approaches the council-table^ 

Chan, My good Lord Arch-bifliop, I'm v^ry forry 

(18) Chan. Speak to the Bujinefs,] This Lord Chancellor, though a 
Character, has hitherto had no place in the Dramatis Perfon^t, In 
the laft Scene of \^ fourth A6V, we heard, that Sir Tbcmas Mure- 
was appointed Lord Chancellor: but it is not hc^ whom the Poet 
here introduces. Pyc/fty, by Command delivered up the Seals on- 
the eighteenib of Ni^titmber 1529 ; on the twenty-fifth of the fame 
Month, they were delivered to Sir Thomas More, who furrendered 
them on the fixteenth oi May, 1532. Now the Conclufion of this> 
Scene taking Notice of Queen ElixialctFs Birth, -(which brings it 
down te the Vear 153^) Sir Thomas Audtk muft neceflarily be our 
Poefs Chancellor y v. ho fucceeded Sir Tb'jwtas More, and held ihe SeaJ» 
roany Years. 
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To fit here at this prefent, and behold 

That chair ftand empty : bnt we all are mot 

In our own natures frail, and capable 

Of frailty, few are angels ; from which frailty 

And want of wifdom, you, that beft ftould teach us. 

Have mifdemean'd yourfelf, and not a littler 

Toward the King firft, then his Laws, in filling 

The whole realx^ by your teaching and your chaplains, 

(For fo we are informed) with new opinions 

Divers and dang'rous, which are hereiSes ;. 

And, not reformed, may prove perniciousv 

Gard. Which refcM-mation muft be fudden too. 
My noble Lords ; for thofe, that tame wild horfes. 
Pace 'em not in their hands to make 'em gentle; 
But flop their mouths with ftubborn bits, and fpur 'em, 
'TiU they obey the manage. , If we fuiTcr 
(Out of our eafinefs and childifh pity 
To one man's honour) this contagious ficknefs, 
Farewel all phyfick : and what fmlows then ? 
Commotions, uproars,' with a gen'ral taint 
Of the whole ftate : as of late days our neighbourr . 
The upper German;^ can dearly witnefs. 
Yet frefhly pitied in our memories. 

Cran, My good L'jrds, hitherto, in all the progrefe 
Both of my life and office, I have labour*d 
(And with no little ftudy) that my teaching,. 
And the ftrong'courfe of my Authority, 
Might go one way, and fafely ; and the end 
Was ever to do well : nor is there living 
(I fpeak it with a fingle heart, my Lords) 
A- man that more detefts, more fHrs againft, 
(Both in his private confcience and his place) 
JDefacers of the publick peace, than I do. 
Pray heav'n, the King may never find a heart 
With lefs allegiance m it ! Men that make 
Envy and crocked malice nourifhment. 
Dare bite the beft. I do befeech your Lord (hips. 
That, in this cafe of juflice, my accufers. 
Be wbzt they will, may l^aiiji ^oix}el ^-aK.^ Vi ^^R^. 
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And freely urge againft ma* 

^j/; Nay^ xny JLord» 
That caixBOt be; you arc n oooAfetlofy 
And by that virtue no man dare accafe yott« 

Gar. MyLordy becaafe wcVe bufincfsot more fflomenf»^ 
We will be ihort wi'you* *Ti» his Highnefs* pleafnre^ 
And our confent, for better trial of you. 
From hence you be committed to the TetxMry 
Where, being but a private man again, 
Yottihall.ksow, many dare accufe yoo boldly,- 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran, Ay, my good Lord oiWinchefter^ I thank yoni^. 
You're always my good friend; if your will p^fs, 
J (hall both find your Lord^ip judge and juror. 
You are fo merciful. I fee your end, 
'Tis my undoing. Love and meeknefs, Lord,^ 
Become a church-man better than ambition : 
Win ftraying fouls with modelly again, 
Gafl hone away. That I ihall clear myfelf, 
(Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience). 
I make as little doubt, as you do confcience 
In doing daily wrongs. I could fay more. 
But rev'rence to your calling makes me modefh 
' Gard. My Lord, my Lord, you are a feftaty. 
That's the plain truth ; your painted glofs difcovers;^ 
To men that underfland you, words and weaknefs. 

Crom. My Lord oiWincbefttry you arc a little. 
By your good favour, too fharp ; men fo nobk^ 
However faulty, yet fhould find refped 
For what they have been : 'tis a cruelty 
To load a falling man. 

Gard. Good Mr. Secretary, 
I cry your- honour mercy ; you may, worft 
Of all this table, fay fo. 

Cram, Why, my Lord? 

Gard, Do not I know you. for a favourer" 
Of this new fedl? ye are not found. 

Qrom, Not found ? . , 

Gard. Not found, I fay» .. - 
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Crom, 'Would you were half (b honeft t 
Mens* prayers then would feek yoa, not their fe^s^ 

Gard. I fhall remember this bold language^ 

Crom, Do. 
Remember your bold life too-. 

Cham. This is too much; 
Forbear for fhame, my Lords. 

Gard, I've done. 

Crom, And I, 

Cham. Then thus for you^ my Lord: it ftands agreed,. 
I take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
You be convey'd to th' TWrr a prifoner; 
There to remain, 'till the King's further pleafura 
Be known unto us. Are you all agreed. Lords I 

AIL We are. 

Cran, Is there no other way of mercy. 
But I muft needs to th' Tth-wer^ my Lords I 

Gard. What other 
Would you expedl ? you're ftrangely troublefome. 
Let fome o'th' Guard be ready there. 

Enter the Guard*. 

Cran. For mef 
Muft I go like a traitor then ? 

Card. Receive him. 
And fee him fafe i'th' To<wer.. 

Cran. Stay, good my Lords,. 
I have a little yet to fay. Look there, Lord? ^ 
By virtue of that ring, I take my caufe- 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a moft noble judge, the King my mafteF* 

Cham. This is the King's ring. 

Sur. 'Tis no counterfeit. 

Suf. 'Tis his right ring, by heav'n. I told ye all> 
When we firft put this dang'rous il6ne a rolling, 
'Twould fall upon ourfelves. 

Ncr. D'you think, my Lords, 
The King will fuffer bui the litdc fincer 
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Of this man to be vex*d ? 

Cham. *Tis now too certain. 
How much more is his life in value with him? 
'Would I were fairly out on^t. 

Crom, My mind gave me. 
In feeking tales and informations 
Again ft this man, whofe honefty the deviS 
And his difciples only envy at. 
Ye blew the nre that burns ye; now have at yev 

Enter King^ frfmoning en them ; takes his feat. 

Card, Dread Sovereign,, how much are we bound to^ 
heav'n 
In daily dianks, that gave us foch a Prince ; 
. Not only good and wi&, but moft religious r 
One, that in all obedience makes the church 
The chieC aim of his honour ; and to ftrengthen 
That holy duty, out of dear refpeft,. 
His royal felf in judgment comes to' hear 
The caufe betwixt her and this great offender. 

Kitig, You're ever good at fudden commendations^ 
^li\^o^^ o£ Winchefter, But know, I come not 
To hear fuch flatteries now ; and in my prefence 
They are too thin and bafe to hide oflences. 
To me you cannot reach : you play the fpaniel. 
And think with wagging of your tongue to win me i 
But whatfae'er thou tak'ft me for, Fm fure,^ 
Thou haft a cruel nature, and a bloody. 
Good man, fit down : now let me fee the proudeft: 

[To Cran. 
He^ that dares moft, but wag his finger at thee. 
3y all that's holy, he had better ftarve, 
Thaabut once think, this place becomes thee note 

Sur. May't pleafe your Grace 

King, No, Sir, it does not pleafe me. 
I thought, I had men of fome underftandiog 
And wifdom, of my council; but I find none. 
Was it difcretion, Lords, to let tbit xE^aRwv 
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This good man, (few of voa de&tyfi tliat title) 
This honeft man, wait Uktf a lowfy foot-boy 
At chamber-door, and ooe as great as you arc ? 
Why> what a ihame was this ? did my conuniflioii' 
Bid ye fo far forget yourfelves ? I gave ye 
Pow'r, as he was a counfellor to try him ; 
Not as a grOom. There's fomc of ye^ I fee,^ 
More out of malice than integrity. 
Would try him to the utmoft, had' ye means ;,. 
Which ye ihall never have, while I do live. 

CJbamMy moft dread Sovereign, may it like yosr Grace- 
To let my tongue excufe all. Wharwas purpos'd 
Concerning his imprifonment^ was rather. 
If there be faith in men, meant for his trial. 
And fair purgation to the world, than malice ; 
I'm fure, in me. 

Kifig. Well, well, my Eords, refpe£l him : 
Take nim, and ufe him well ; he's worthy of iti- 
I will fay thus much for him,, if a Prince 
May be beholden to a fubjeft, I 
Am, for his love and fervice,- fo to him« 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him : 
Be friends for fhame, my Lords. My Lord of Cofaeriuiyy 
I have a fuit which you muft not deny me. 
There is a fair young maid, that yet wants baptifm ; 
You muft be" godfather, and anfwer for her. 

Crtm^ The greateft monarch now alive may glory 
In fuch an honour ; how may I defer ve it. 
That am a poor and humble fubjeft to you ? 

King, Come, come, my Lord, you'd fpare yoor fpoim»; 
you fhali have 
Two noble partners with you : the old Dutchefs 
Oi Norfolk, and the lady Marquefs Dor/e t '* ■ ■ 
Once mote,, my Lord oif Winebefter, I charge yo» 
Embrace and love this man* 

Gard, With a true heart 
And brother's love I do it. 

Cran, And let heaven 
Wirne/s> how dear l\ko\dxV\vcf»&ciswait»^^ 
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JTf*^. GfM>d nun, tjuxfejoyfol tears fhcw th^ true keait : 
The common voice, I fee^ is ▼•rify'd 
Of thee, which fays thns r do my Eord of€mferiufy 
But one fhnewd turn, and he's yoar friend for evtr. 
Come^ Lords, we trifle time away : I lomg 
To have this young one made a chriftian* 
As I have made ye one^ Lords, one remain : 
So 1 grow Wronger, you more honour gain* {Sxeune^ 

SCENE,/*/? Palace-yard. 

Noije and tumult smjiibin : Enter Porter and his man. 

P«r/. XT' Ou*ll leave your noife anon, ye rafcals ; der 
\ you take the Court for Paris Gardtnf ye 
rude flaves, leave your gaping. 

Within, Good Mr. Porter, I belong to th* larder. 

Port, Belong to the gallows and be hanged, ye rogue : 
is this a place to roar in ? fetch me a dozen crab-tree 
ftaves, and ftrong ones ;, thefe are but Twitches to 'cm :. 
1*11 fcratch your heads ; you muft be feeing chriflnings f" 
do you look for ale and cakes here, you rude rafcals ? 

Man, Pray, Sir, be patient ; *ti8 as much impoffible 
(Unlefs we fwept them from the door with cannons) 
•To fcatter 'em, as 'tis to make *em fleep 
On Afer-day morning ; which will never be : 
We may as. well pu(h againft PauPsy as ftir 'em. 

Port, How got they m,- and be hang'd } 

Man, Alas, I know not ; how gets the tide in I' 
As much as one found cudgel of four foot 
(You fee the poor remainder) could diftributc, 
i made no fpare, Sir. 

Port, You did nothing. Sir. 

Man, I am not Samp/on^ nor Sir Gt^y nor Cohhrand, 
to mow 'em down before me ; but if I fpar'd any that had* 
a head to hit, either young or old, he or fhe, cuckold 
*r cuckold-maker, let me never hope to fee a chine 
again ; and that I would not for a cow, God (avc het. 

Within* Do you hear, Mr, Pwrttr. 
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Port. I (hall be with you prefently^ good Mr. Puppy. 
Keep the door clofe^ firrah. 

Man, What would you hare me do ? 

Port. What ihould you do, but knckrk *cm down by 
the dozens } is this Moorfields to mufter in ? or hare we 
feme flrange Indian with the great tool come to Court, 
the women fo befie^e us ? blcfs me ! what a fry of for- 
nication is at the door ? on my chriftian confcience, 
this one chriflning will beget a thoufand ; here will 
be father, god-famer, and dl together. 

Man. The fpoons will be the bigger. Sir. There 
is a fellow fomewhat near the door, he ihonld be a 
brafier by his face; for, o* my confcience, twenty 
of the dog-days now reign in's nofe ; all that Hand 
about him are under the line, they need no other pe- 
nance ; that fire-drake did I hit three times on the 
head, and three times was his nofe difcharged againft 
me ; he Hands there like a mortar-piece to blow us up. 
There was a haberdaflier's wife of fmall wit near him> 
that rail'd upon me 'till her pink'd porringer fell off her 
head, for kindling fuch a combuflion in the Hate. I mift 
the meteor once, and hit that woman, who cry'd out,. 
Clubs ! when I might fee from far fome forty trunche- 
oneers draw to her fuccour ; which were the hope of the 
ftrand, where fhe was quarter'd. They fell, on ; I made 
good my place ; at length they came to the broomftaff 
with me, I defy'd 'em flill ; when fuddenly a file of boys 
behind 'em deliver'd fuch a fhower of pebbles^ loofc 
(hot, that I was fain to draw mine honour in, and let 
'em win the work j the devil was amongil 'em, I think, 
furely. , 

Port, Thefearethe youths that thunder at aplay- 
houfe ; and fight for bitten apples ; that no audience 
but the Tribulation oi Touuer-Hilly or the limbs oiLime- 
ihou/e, their dear brothers^ are able to endure. I have 
fome of 'em in LMo Patrum, and there they are like to 
dance thefe three davs ; befides the running banq,uct 
of two beadles, that is to come^ 
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Enter Lord Chamberlain* 

Cham. Mercy o' me ! what a multitude are here^ 
They grow ftiU too ; from all parts they are comingy 
As if we kept a fair. Where are thefe porters ; 
Thefe lazy knaves ? yeVe made a £ne handy fellows ; 
There's a trim rabble let in ; are all thefe. 
Your faithful friends o'th' fuburbs ? we flull have 
Great ilore of room, no doubt, left for Ihe ladies. 
When thev pafs back from th* chrlftning ? 

Port, Pleafe your Honour, 
We are but men ; and what fo many may do. 
Not being torn in pieces, we have done ; 
An army cannot rule 'em. * 

Cham, As I live. 
If the King blame me for't, I'll lay ye all 
By th' heels, and fuddenly ; and on your heads 
Clap round fines for negle^ : y'are lazy knaves | 
And here ye lie- baiting of bum bards, when 
Ye fhould^o fervice. Hark, the trumpets found j 
Th' are come already from the chriftenmg j 
Go break among the prefs, and &nd a way out 
To let the troop pafs fairly ; or V\l find 
A Marjhalfeay mall hold you play thefe two months. 

Port, Make way for the Princefs. 

Man. You great fellow, ftand clofe up, or I'll make 
your head ake. 

Port. You i'th' camblet, get up o'th' rail, I'll pect 
you o'er the pales elfe. . \Extim^^ 
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SCENE changes to the Palace. 

Enter Trumpets foundings then tnvo AUemtent Lord Metfar^ 
Garter, Oramner, Sair^ Norfolk tvitb bis MhrfiaPs 
Stajfi Duke rf Snffolk, tnvo Noblemen Bearing greai 
ftanding Bowb fir th$ chriftmnggifii ; thenfiur Nohle^ 
men hearing a canopy ^ under *which the Dutchefs of 
Norfolk, god-nwther, hearing the child richfy hahited in 
a mantle^ S:c. Train home by a lady : then filUews the 
Marchionefs ofDorfet, the other god-mother, and ladies.. 
The troop pajs once about the ftage, and G^j^tex /peaks. 

Gart, Heav'n, from thy endlefs goodnefs feDdlDn|^life» 
And ever happy, to the hieh and mighty 
Frinccfs of England, fair Euxatetk / 

Fkwrijh.^ Enter Kitig and Guard* 

Cran. fiiaA. to yoav royaJL Gracc^ and die good Qoscx^ 
My nobk partners and myfdf thua ]^a^ ; 
All comfort, j«y, in thi» laoft gracious lady» 
That heav'n e'er laid up^ to make parents bapj^ ' 
May hourly fall upon ye ! 

King. Thaakyeu, good Lord Archbiflw|» : 
What is her nuM I ' 

Cram. Mlixahtk> 

King. Stand up. Lord. 
With this hKs ttkt my bleffin^ : God proted thfi^,. 
Into whofe hand I give thy life. 
. Cran. jimnt. 

King, My noble goflips, y* have been too prodigal>. 
I thank you heartily : fo ihall this lady. 
When (he has fo much Englijh. 

Cran. Let me fpeak, Sir ; 
(For heav'n now bids me) and the words I utter. 
Let none think flattery, for they'll fihd *em truth.. 
This royal 'Infant, (heav'n fUll move about her) 
Though in her cradle, yet now promifes 
Upon this land a thoufand thoufand bleilines. 
Which time fliall bri^g to ripenefs. She mail be 
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(But few or nunc living can behold that goodnefs). . 

A pattern to. alt Princes living with her. 

And alt that (halt fucceed. S&eBa. was never 

More covetous of wifdom^and fair virtue> 

Than this bleft foul ihatl be. All Frincely gfaces« 

That mould up fuch a mighty piece as thisj^ 

With all the virtues that attend the good» 

Shall ^11 be doubled on her. Truth ihall nurfe her; 

Holy and heav'nly thoughts ffilt counfet her : 

She fhall be lov'd and fear'd. Her own fhall blefs her; 

Her foes ihake, like a field of beaten corn, 

And hang their heads with forrow. Good grows with her. 

In her days, ev*ry man (hall eat in fafety. 

Under his own vme, what he plants ; and fing 

The merry fbngs of peace to all his neighbours. 

God fhall be truly known, and thofe about her 

From Her fhall read the periedt ways of honoujr^ 

And di^m by thofe their Greatnefs^ not by Mood«. 

Nor fhall this peace fleep with her ; but as when 

The bird of wonder dies, the maiden Phoenix, 

Her aflies new-crcate another heir. 

As great in admiration as herfelf ; 

So mall fhe leave her ble0edneia to cme^ 

(When hcav*n fhall call her from this cloud of darknefs} 

Who from the facred afties of her honour 

Shall Har-like rife, as great in fame as fhe was. 

And fo fland fix*d. Peace, Plenty, Love, Truths Terror^ 

That were the fervants to this chofcn infant. 

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him ; 

Where-evcr the bright fun of hcav'n fhall fhine,. 

His honour and the greatnefs of his name 

Shall be, and make new nations. He fhall flouriih^ 

And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 

To all the plains about him : childrens' children 

Shall fee this, and blefs heav'n. 

King, ThQu fpeakefl wonders. 

Cra». She Ihail be, to the happinefs of England^ 
An aged Princefs ; many days fhall fee her. 
And yet ng day without a deed to cx^^\!w\X* 
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'Would, I had known no more ! but ihe mud die, (19) 
She muft, the Saints muft have her yet a Virgin ; 
A moil unTpotted lily ihe ihall pafs . 
To th' ground, and all the world (hall mourn her. 

King. O Lord Arch-bilhop, 
Thou'il made me now a man ; never, before 
This happy child, did I get any thing. 
This oracle of comfort has fo pleas'd m^. 
That when I am in heav'n, I mall defire 
To fee what this child does, and praife my maker* 
I thank ye all.— To you, my good Lord Mayor, 
And your good brethren, I am much beholden : (20) 
I have receiv'd much honour by your prefence. 
And ye ihall iind me thankful. Lead the way. Lords; 
Ye nuiil all fee the Queen, and ihe muil thank ye, 
She will be iick elfe. This day no man think, 
H'as buiinefs at his houfe, for all fhall ilay; 
This little one fhall make it holy day. lExeunt* 

j(i9) Tf^ould I bad kncwn no more ; hut pot mufi die,' 
She muft, the Saints mufl have her yet a P^rgiriy 
A moft utijpotted Lily, &€.] Thus the Editors hitherto, in their 
Sagacity, have pointed this paflage, and deftroyM the true Senfe 
of it. The firft part of this Sentence is a Wiih : The other Aould 
be a forrowful Continuation vf the Bifliop^s Prophecy. But, fure, 
Cranmer was too wife and pious a Man, too well acquainted with the 
State of Mortality, to make it a part of his Lamentation that this 
good Princefs muft one time or other go to Heaven. As I point it, 
the Poet makes a fine Compliment to his Royal Miftrefs^s Memory, 
to lament that ihe muft di<^ without leaving an Heir of her Body be* 
hind her. 

(20) And you good Brethren f"] But the Aldermen never were callM 
Brethren to the King. The Top of the Nobility are but Coufini 
aad Counfellors. Dr. Thirlby, therefore, rightly advis*d ; 

And your good Brethren > 
!• e. the Lord Mayor's Brethren ^ which is properly their Style. 
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EPILOGUE. 

*' I ^IS ten to oney this Flay can ne<ver pleafi 

JL All that are here : fonts come to take their eafe^ , 
Andjleep an Ad or two j but thofe^ swe fear 9 
We* 've frighted *with our trumpets ! fo ^tis clear, 
TbefUfay, it*s naught. Others, to hebr the city 
Ahuid extremely, and to cry. That's witty ! 
Which ijoe ha<ve not done neither ; that, I fear 9 
AH the expeded Good nu'are like to hear 
For this Play at this time, is only in - 
Tie merciful conftruBion of good tAfsmen ; 
(Forfuch a one ^wejhew^d \em) If they f mile. 
And fay, ^tnjuill do; I kno'w nvithin a ^while 
All the heft men are ours ; for 'tis ill hap. 
If they hold, ifuhen their ladies bid 'em clap. 
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